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{ TO HIS LOVING KINDE FRIEND, 
; Maiſter Iobn Bodenbam. 


* 


"* Its Common-wealth, the firit fruites of thy paines, 

7 Drew on Wits T heater, thy ſecond Sonne : 

oy, By both of which; I cannot count the gaines, 

by e And wonarows profit that the world hath wonne, 

> * Next, imthe Muſes Garden, gathering flowres, 

4 ' Thou mad'it a Noſegay, as was neuer ſweeter : 
Whoſe {ent will [auour to Times lateft howres, 
end for the greateft Prince no Poeſie meeter, 

Now comes thy Helicon, to make compleate 
eAnd furm/h vp thy lift impos'd deſione : 

My paines heerein, [ cannot terme ut preat, 

But what-ſo-ere, my lone ( and all) ; hay 
T ake lone, take paines, take all remames in me : 
And where thou art, m 2) hart ſtill limes with thee, 
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To his very louing ind, M. Nicholas 


VV anton, and M. George Faucet, 
(*.*) ; 


"Hough many wiles (but more occaſions) doo ſunder 
vs (kimde Gentlemen) yet apromiſe at parting, dootb 
m ihe claiwne perf orma:ice, and aljurance of gen- 
tle acceptance , world mrgbtilic conderine me if I sbould 
neglect it, Helicon, thongh not as I tould wish, yet mm 
ſuch good ſort as time wenid permit, baung pas? the pikes 
of the Preſſe, comes now to Yorke to ſalute ber righ fall 
Patrone firſt and next(as bis deere friends and kindſmen) 
to offer you her kinde ſernice. If sbee ſpeede well there, it 
is all sbee requires, if they frowne at her beere, 'sþe greatly 
not cares : forthe wile (shee knowes) will nener be other WY 
then them ſelues, as for ſuch then as would (een: eſo, but 8 
neither are,noy ever will be, she bolds this as a maine prin= 7 
 civie ; that therr malice neede as little be feared, as therr 
favour or fruity is to be deſtred, So beping you wall 
not forget vs there, a5 we continuallte sbail be mindefull 
of you beers . Tleane youto the delight of Englands He- 
licon, 


Y 


Rt Yours in all he may, 
| ef. B. 


To the Reader, if indifferent. 


Any honoured names haue heretofore (intheir partt- 
culer intereft,) patronized ſome part ot thele inuenti- 
ons: many here be, that onely theſe Collections haue 
brought to light, & nor inferiour (in the dell opinions) to a- 
nie before publiſhed. The trauaile that hath beene taken in 
athering them from {vo many handes, hath wearicd ſome 
6 aus wh:ch ſevered , might in part haue periſhed , dige- 
ſted into this meane volume, may in the opinion of ſome nor 
be altogether vnworthy the labour. If any man hath beene 
defrauded of any thing by him compoſed , by another mans 
title putto the ſame, hee hath this benefit by this collection, 
XZ frecly to challenge his ownein publique, whereels he might 
# . + berobd of his proper due, Noonething beeing here placed 
* bytheCollector of the ſame vnder any mans name, eyther ar 
large, or in letters, bur as it was deliuered by ſome eſpeciall 
coppy comming to his handes. No one man, that (hall take 
offencethat his name is publithed to any inuention of his, 
but he ihall within the reading of a !eafe ortvwo, meere with 
another in reputation euery way equal with himſelte, whoſe 
name hath beene betoreprintec to his Poeme, which nowe 
taken away were more then thett : which may fatishe him 
that wou!d faine ſeeme curious or be intreated for his fame, 
Nowe, if any Stationer (hall inde faulte, that his Coppies 
4:erobd by any thing in this Collection, let me aske him this 
queſtion, VVhy morein this, then in any Diuine or hamaine 
Authour : From whence a man (writing of that argument) 
ſhal gather any ſaying, ſentence,{imilie,or example, his name 


put to it whoisthe Authour of the ſame, This isthe ſimpleſt 
of 
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En To the Reader. =. 
of many reaſons thar I could vrdge, though perhaps the nee- 
roſthis capacitie,but thatlyyould be lothto trouble my ſelfe, 
to ſatishe him, Further, if ay man whatſocuer, in prizing of 
his owne birth or fortune, ſhall rake in ſcorne; thata far mea- 
ner man inthe eye of the' world, (hal be placed by him: I tell 
him plainly whatſoeuer lo excepting, that, that mans wit is 
ſer by his, not that man by him. Inwhich degree, thenames 
of Poers (all fteare and dutie aſcribed to her great and ſacred 
Name) have beene placed with the names of the greateſt 
Princes of the world , by the moſt autemtique and worthieſt 
iudgements, without diſparagement to their ſoueraigneti= 
tles: which if any mantaking exception thereat,inignorance 
know nor, I hold lmm4\nworthy tg be placed by the meaneſt 


that is but graced with thetitle of a Poet. 'Thus gentle Rea- 
der I wiſh thee all happines, CO are 
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Nely ioy, now heere you are, 
Fit to heare and caſe my care: 


"2 : 
Fj ENGLANDS HELICON. 
& The Sheepheard to his choſen I mph. 
Q Let my whufpring voyce obtaine, 
Sweet reward for ſharpeſt paine. 
Take me to thee, and thee to me, 
No, no, no, no, my Deere, let be. 


Night hath cloſ'd all in her cloke, 
Twinkling ſtarres Louc-thoughts proucke, 


| Daunger hence good care dooth keepe 


5 


Iealoulie it ſelte dooth ſleepe, 
Take meto thee, and thee to me : 
No,no, no, no, my Deere, let be. 


Better place no wit can finde, 
Cupid: yoake to looſe or binde, 
Theſe ſweet flowers on fine bed too, 
Vsian their beſt language woo, 
Take meto thee, and thee to me : 
No, no, no, no, my Deere, let be. 


This ſmall lighethe Moone beſtowes, 
Serues thy beames but to encloſe, 

So to raiſe my hap more hie, 

Feare not elſe, none can vs ſpie. 

Take me to thee, and thee to me : 
No, no, no, no, my Dearc, let be. 
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, ENGLANDS HELICON,. 


That you heard was but a Moule, 
Dumbe ſleepe holdeth all the houſe, 
Yet a-flecpe we thinks they ſay, _ ] 
Young folkes, take time ' while vou way. b |. 
Take me to thee, and theeto mes | 
No, 10, no, no, iny Deare, let be. 


Nigzard Time threats, if we miſle , 
Thus lar 2c oftcr of our bliſle, T” TER. 
Long ſtay, cre he graunt th efame, 
(Sweet then) while each thing dooth frame, 
Take me to thee, and thee tome: 
No, no, no, no, my Deere, let be. 


Your faire Mother isa bed, 
Candles out, and Curtaines ſpred, 
She thinks you doo Letters write, 
Write, but let me firſt indite. 
Take me to thee, and thee to me, 
No, no, no, no, my Deere, let be. 


Sweete (alas) why faine you thus ? 

Concord better fitteth vs. £4 

Leaue to C37zrs the force of hands, , 

Yourpower in your beauty ſtands. 
Take me to thee, and thee to me : 
No, no, no, no, my Deare, let be. 
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Woe to me, and vou doo {weare 
Me to hate, but I forbeare, 
Curſed be my deſtenies all, 
That brought me toſo high a fall, 
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Soone with my death 1 will pleaſe thee 3 | . 
' No, no, no, no, my Deare, let be. 
vt. 
MW FINIS. - 8. Phil. Sidney, 
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| THEORELLO. 
CeAd heephearas Eailkos. 


like Princes in their throanes ? 


Y4] Y*: Sheepheards which on hillocks ſit, 


And guide your flocks,which cle would flit 


your flocks of little ones : . 
Good Kings haue not di{dained it, 
but Sheephcards haue beene named : 
A ſheepe-hooke is a Scepter he, 
for people well reclaimed. 


* The Sheepheards life ſo honour'd1s and praiſed: 


| j T þat Kings lefle happy ſceme, though higher raiſed. 


The Sommer Sunne hath guilded faire, 
with morning rayes the mountaines: 
The birds doo caroll in the ayre, 
and naked Nimphs in Fountaines. 
The $i/#anes in their thagged haire, 
with Hamadriades trace : 
The ſhadie Satrres make a Quiere, 
8 which rocks with Ecchoes 2race. 
= All breathe delight, all ſolace in the ſeaſon : 
** Notnovtcofing, were encmie to reaſon, 


{ */m4 my Loue, and more then fo, 
the life of mine affections : 
Nar life alone, but Lady too, 
i and Queene of their directions. 
WU: Co/ma my. Love, is faire vou know, 
' and which you Shcepheards know not : 
Is (59p41 ſaid) thence called fo, 
but names her beauty ſhowe noe. 
Yet hath the world no better name then ſhe: 
And then the world, no fairer thing can be. 


The Sunne vpon her fore-head ſtands, 
(or icwell Sunnc-hke glorious,) 


= 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Her 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Her fore-head wrought with 7oves owne hands, 
for heauenly white notorious. 
Her golden lockes like Hermmw lands, 
(or then bright HZerms brighter: ) 
A ſpangled Cauill binds ip with bands, 
then tiluer morning l12hfer, 
Andifthe Planets arc the chicte tn $kies : 
No other {tarres then Planets arc her eyes. 


Her cheeke herlip; freſh cheel:e, more freſh, 
then ſelfe-blowne buds of Roſes: 
Rare lip, more red then thoſe of flell, 
which thouſand [weetes encloſes : 
Siweet breath, which all things dooth refreſh, 
and words than breath-farre ſweeter : 
Cheeke firme, lip firme, not fraile nor neſh, 
as ſubſtance which 1s fleeter. 
In praife doo not ſurmount, although in placing: 
Her chiiltall necke, round breaſt, and armes embracing. 


Thethorough-ſhining ayre I weene, 
isnot ſo perfe cleare? 

As is the skie of her faire skinne, 
whereon no ſpots appeare. 

The parts which ought not to be ſcene, 
tor ſoucraigne woorth excell : 

Her thighs with Azure braunched beene, 
and all in her are well. 

Long Tuoric hands, legges ({traighter then the Dine : 


Well (hapen feete, but vertue molt diuine, 


-s Norcloathed like a Sheepheardeſle, 
L but rather like a Queene : , 
Her mantle dooth the formes exprel[e, 
of all which may beſcene. 
Roabe fitter for an Empreſſe, 
then for a Shicepheatds loue : 


Roabe 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Roabe fit alone for ſuch a Laſle, 
as Emperours doth moue. 
Roabe which heauens Queene, the bride of her owne brother, 


Would grace herſclfe with, or with ſuch another. 


Who euer (and who elſe but one) 
embroidered the ſame : 
Hee knew the world, and what d1d moue, 
in all the mightie frame. 
So well (belike his skill co proue) 
the counterfeits he wrought : 
Of vvood-Gods, and of euery groaue, 
and all which elſe was ought. 
Is there a beaſt, a bird, a fiſh worth noate ? 
Then that he drew, and picturde in her coate. 


A vaile of Lawne like vapour thin 
vnto her anckle trailes : 
Through which the ſhapes diſcerned bin, 
as too and fro it ſales. 
Shapes both of men, who neuer lin 
to ſearch her wonders out : 
Of monſters and of Gods a kin, 
which her empale about. 
A little world her flowing garment ſeemes : 
And \vho but as a wonder thereof deemes ? 


For heere and there appeare forth towers, 
among the chalkie ; 4074 : 
Citties among the Country bowers, 
vvhich ſmiling Sun-ſhine crownes. 
Her mettall buskins deckt with flowers, 
as th'earth when froſls are zone 2 
Beſprinckled are with Orient ſhowers 
of hayle and pebble ſtone. 
Her feature pcereleſle, pecreleſſe her attire, 


I can but louc her loue, with zeale entire. 
B 2, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


O who canfing her beauties beſt, 
or that remaines vnſung ? 
Doe thou «polto tune thereſt, 
virworthy 1s my tongue, 
To gaze on her, 1s to be b! eſt, 
ſo wor 1drous favre her faceis3 
Her fairenes cannot be cxprell, 
in Goadeiles nor Graces. 
] lone my loue, the goodly worke of Nature: 
Admire ler face, but more admire her Nature. 
On thee {6 Coſm, a) will I gaze, 
and reade e thy! Deauties euer * 
De Sebiing! in tne bleſled maze, 
which can be ended neuer, 
For in;the lu{ter of thy rayes, 
appeares thy parents brighenes: 
Who l\:mſclfe inhinite diſplaics 
in the ee his proper greatnes. 
My ſong mull end, but neuer my delice: 


For {®, mas face: 3 Theorelles fire, 


FINTS. E. B, 


Altrophels Z "ge tt dend. 


R tag out your belles, let mourning ſiewes be {pread, 
For Loue 1s dead. 
All loue| 15 dead infected 
With plague of deepe difdaine : 
Worth as novght worhreieted, 
And taith Face | {corne (oth gaine, 
From fo vogratefull fancie, 
From tuch atewa!l frenzie, 
From them that yſe men thus: 
Good Lord deliuer vs. 


4», 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Weepe neighbours iveepe, doe you not heare it faide 
That Loueis dead? 
His death-bed Peacocks follie, 
His winding ſheete1s ſhame: 
X His will falle, ſeeming hohe, 
His fole exe&tour blame. 
From ſo vngratetull fancie, 
From ſuch a female frenzie, 
From them that viſe men thus : 


Good Lord deluer vs. 


> "1 


= Let Dirge be ſunge, and Trentals richly read, 
F. For Loue 1s dead. 
And wrong his Tombe ordaifteth, 
My Nliltreſſe marble hart : 
Which Epitaph containeth, 
Her eyes were once his Dart. 
From ſo vngratefull fancie, 
From ſuch a female frenzie, 
From then that vſe men thus : 


Good Lord deliver vs. 


4 


. 


Alas, Lye, rage hath this errour bred, 
Loue isnot dead. 
Loue is not dead, but ſleepeth 
In her vamatched minde : 
Where ſhee his counſell keepeth, 
Till due deſert ſhe find, 
Therefore from fo vile fancie, 
To call ſuch wit a frenzie, 
Who loue can temper thus : 
Good Lord dcliuer vs. 


FINIS. Sir. Phil. Silney, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


+ Patinons, 


As tadeth Sominers-ſ{unne from gliding fountaines; 


- \ S withereth the Primroſe by the river, 


As vamiheth the Ight blowne bubble eucr, 
As melteth ſnow vpon the molſie Niountames. 


So melts, fo vanitheth, fo tades, fo withers, 
Tic Role, the thine, the bubble and the ſnovv, 


Of praiſe, poimpe, glorie, toy (which thorc hte gathers,) 
Faire praiſe, vaine pompe, livect glory, brittle 10y. 


The withered Primroſe by the mourning riuer, 


The faded Sommers-ſunne trom weeping fountaines : 


The lzht-blowne bubble, vanithed for cuer, 

The molten ſnow vponthe naked mountaines, 
Are Emblems that the treaſures we. vp-lay, 
Soone wither, vanilh, fade, and mele away. 


For as the ſnowe, whoſe lawne did oucr-ſpread 
Trambitous hills, which Giant-hke did threat 
To pierce the heauen with theyr aſpiring head, 
Naked and bare doth leaue their craggie ſeate. 
When as the bubble, which did empue flic 
The daliance of the vndiſcerned winde: 

On whoſe calme rowling wayues it did rclie, 


Hath ſhipwrack made, where it did dzliance finde : 
And when the Sun-ſhine which dif[olu'd the ſnow, 


Cullourd the bubble with a pleaſant varie, 


And made the rathe and timely Primroſe grow, 
C 


FINIS. 


Siwarth clowdes with-drawne (which longer time doetaric) 
Oh what is praiſe, pompe, glory, ioy, but (o 
As ſhine by fountaines, bubbles,flowers or ſnow ? 


E. B. 


C Aſtrophell 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Aſtrophell :he Sheep-heard, bis complaint to 
hu flocke. 
Oc my flocke, goe getyec hence, 
'E Secke a better place of feeding : 
Where yee may haue ſome defence 


From the ſtormes in my breaſt breeding, 
And ſhowers from nune eyes proceeding, 


Leaue a wretch, in whom all woe, 
can abide to keepe no mealure : 
Merry Flocke, ſuch one forgoe 
vnto whom mirth is diſpleaſure, 
onely ritch in miſchiefes treaſure. 


Yet (alas) before you goe, 
eare your wofull Maiſters Storie: 
Which to ſtones [ elſe would ſhowe, 
Sorrow onely then hath glorie: 
when tis excellently ſorrie. 


Stella, fierceſt Sheepheardeſle, 
herceſt, but yet faireſt cuer : 
Stella, whom the heauens ſtill bleſle, 

though againſt me ſhe perſeuer, 


though I bliſle, inherite neuer. 


Stella, hath refuſed me, 
Stella, who more loue hath proued 
In this caitiffe hart to be, 
Then can in good by vs be moued: 
Towards Lambkins beſt beloued. 


Stella, hath refuſed me, | 
eNtrophell that ſo well ſerued. 
In this pleaſant Spring mult ſec 
while in pride flowers be preſerued; 
himſclte onely Winter-ſterued. 
C. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Why (alas) then dooth ſhe ſweare, 
that ſhe loucth me ſo dearely : 
Sccing me ſo long to beare 
coalcs of louc that burne fo clearely : 
and yet leaue me helpleſlc meerely ? 


Is that loue ? Forſooth I trow, 
if I aw my good dogge grecucd : 
Anda = for lum did know, 


my Loue ſhould not be belecued : 
but he were by me relecucd. 


No, ſhe hates me, well away, 
faigning loue, ſomewhat to pleaſe me : 
Knowing, if the ſhould diſplay 
all her hate, Death ſoone would ſcaze me : 
and of hideous torments cafe me. 


Then my deare Flocke now adiew, 
but (alas) if in your ſtraying, 
Heauenly Sre/la meete with you, 
tell her in your pittious blaying : 
her poore ſlaues vniuſt decaying. 


FINIS. | $. Phil. Staney. 


© Hobbinolls Dirtie in pray/eof Eliza Quicenc of the * 
Sheepheards. I 


Ee dainty Nimphs that in this bleſſed Broo 
Doo bath your breſtz * 


Forſake your watry Bowers, and hether looke * 
At my requeſt. hrs _ 

And you faire Virgins that on Parnaſſe dwell, 

Whence {loweth Hehcon the learned well ; 


Helpe 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Helpe me to blaze 
Her worthy praiſe, 
Who in her {exc dooth all excell. 


Offaire Ehza be your ſiluer ſong, 
T hat bleſſed wight : 


The flower of Virgins, may ſhe flouriſh long, 
In Princely plight : 

For ſhee is Sirmx daughter, without ſpot, 
Which 7an the Sheepheards God on her begot: 
So ſprung her Grace, 

Of heauenly race : 
No mortall blemiſh may her blot. 


See where ſhe ſits vpon the graſlie greene, 
O ſeemely ſight : 

Yclad in ſcarlet, like a mayden Queene, 
And Ermines white. 

Vpon her head a crimſon Coronet, 

With Daffadills and Damaske Roſes ſet, 
Bay leaues berweene, 
And Primeroſcs greene: 

Embelliſh the ſweet Violet. 


Tell me, haue ye bcheld her Angels face, 
Like Phebe faire ? 

Her heauenly hauiour, her Princely Grace, 
Can well compare 

The red-Roſe medled and the vvhite yfere, 

In cyther cheeke depeinRen lively cheere. 
Her modeſt eye, 
Her Maicſtie, 

Where hauec you ſcene the like but there 2 


Ifaw Phebu thruſt out his golden head, 
On her to gaze: | 
But when he ſaw how broade her beames did ſpread: - 
It did him maze. | 
C2 He 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Hebluſhe to ſee an other Sunne below, 
Ne durſt againe his fieric face out-ſhow : 
Let him ifhe dare 
His brightnes compare 
With hers, to haue the oucrthrow, 


Shew thy ſelfe Cinthia with thy ſiluer rayes, 
And be not abaſht, 

When ſhe the beames of her beauty diſplayes, 
Oh how art thou daſhe ? 

But I will not match her with Latonaes ſeede, 

Such folly great ſorrow to iobe did breede, 
Now 1s ſhe a ſtone, 
And makes deadly moane, 

Warning all other to take heede. 


Tan may be proud, that euer he begot 
Such a Bellibone : 

And Sirmx reioyce, that euer was her lot 
To beare ſuch a one. 

Soone as my Younglings cryen for the dam, 

To her will I offer a milke-white Lamb. 
Sheeismy Goddeſle plaine, 


And I her Sheepheards Swaine;. 
Albe for-ſwonck and for-fwat I am. 


I fee Cahope ſpeede her to the place, 


Where my Goddeſle ſhines : 
And after her the other Mufes trace | 


With their Violines. | 
Bin they not Baie-braunches which they doo beare :: 


All for £24 inher hand to weare 2 


So ſweetly they play, 
And ling all ug - 
Thatit a heaven 1s to heare, 


Loc how finely the Graces can it foote; 
tothe Inſtrument : 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
They dauncen deffely, and ſingen ſoote 


In their merriment. 
Wants not a fourth Grace to make the daunce euen ? 
Let that roome to my Lady be giuen. 
Shee ſhall be a Grace, 
Tofill the fourth place, 
And raigne with the reſt in heauen. 


And whether runnes this beuic of Ladies bright, 


Rangedinaroe? 
They becnall Ladies of the Lake behight 
That vnto her goe: 
Chlors, that is the chiefe Nimph of all, 
Of Oltue-braunches beares a Coronal! : 
Oliues beene for peace 
When warres doo ſurceaſe, 


Such for a Princeſle beene principall. 


Bring hether the Pinke and purple Cullumbine. 
With Gillyflowers 

Bring ſweet Carnaſions, and Sops in vvine, 
Worne of Paramours. 

Strew me the ground with Daffa-down-Dilhes, 

And Cowſlips, and Kings-cups, and loued Lillies, 
The pretty Paunce, 
And the Cheuiſaunce, 

Shall match with che faire flower-Delice. 


Ye Sheepheards daughters that dwell on the greene, 
Hie you there a pace, 
Let none come there but ſuch as Virgins beene, 
To adorne her Grace. 
And when you come where as ſhe is in place : 
Sce that your rudenes doo not you diſgrace. 
Bind your Fillers faſt, 


And gird on your waſt: 


For more finencſic with a Tawdrie lace. 
C3 Now 


F, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Now riſe vp £24, decked as thou art, 
In royall ray : | 

And now ye dainty Damſels may depart, 
Each one her way. | 

I feare I haue troubled your troupes too long ; 

Let dame Ehz4 thanke you for her Song. 
Andit you come hether, . 
When DamzinsI gather 2m 

I will part themall, you among, 


FINIS. Edam. Spencer. 


E The $ beepheards Daffadill. 


Orbo, as thou cam'ſt this way 

(3 By yonder little hill, 
Or as thou through the fields didlt ſtray, 
Saw'(t thou my Daffadsl/? 


Shee's in a frock of Lincolne orecne, 

The colour Maydes delight, 

And neuer hath her Beauty ſcene 

But through a vayle of white. "1 


Then Roſes richer to behold, 
T hat dreſſe vp Louers Bowers, 
The Panſic and the Marigold 


Are Phzbus Paramoures. 


Thou well deſcrib'ſt the Daftadil, 


Tt is not full an hower - 


Since by the Spring ncere yonder hill 
I ſaw that louely flower. 


Yet with my flower thou did not meets; , 
Nor newes of her doeſt bring, 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Yetis my Daffadill more ſweete 
Then that by yonder Spring. 


I ſaw a Sheepheard that doth keepe 
In yonder field of Lillies, 

Was making (as he fed his ſheepe) 
A vvreath of Daffadillies. 


Yet Gorbo: thou delud'(t me (till, 
My flower thou didit notfee. 
For know ; my pretty Daffadull 
Is worne of none but mee. 


To ſhew it ſelfe but neere her ſeate 
No Lilly is fo bold, 

Except to ſhade herfrom the heate, 
Or keepe her from the cold. 


Through yonder vale as I did paſſe ? 
Deſcending from the hill, 

I met a ſmerking Bonny-laſle, 4 
They call her Daffadll, | 


Whoſe preſence as a-long ſhe went 

* Thepretty flowers did greete, 

As though their heads they downe-ward bent, 
With homage to her fete. 


And all the Sheepheards that were nie, 
From top of euery hill | 
Vnto the Vallies loud did cre, 

There goes ſweet Daffadbl. 


] gentle Sheepheard now with ioy 

Thouall my flack doeſt fall : I Eon 
Come goe with me thou Sheepheards hoy, 

Let vs to Paftabll. FINIS. Michaell Drayton. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


ol "W- 4 (7 1nzon Pailorall in honogy of her Maweftie. 


\ Las what pleaſure now the pleaſant Spring 


Hath gwen place, 
To harſh black froſts the ſad ground couering, 
Can wee poore wee embrace, 
When euery bird on euery branch can ſing 
Naught but this note of woe alas ? 
Alas this note of woe why ſhould we ſound? 
With vs as May, September hath a prime, 
Then birds and branches your alas is fond, 
W hich call vpon the abſent Sommer time : 
For did flowres make our May 
Or the Sun-beames your day. 
When Night and Winter did the vyorld embrace, 


Well might you waile your ill and ling alas. 


Loc Matron-like the Earth her ſelfe attires 


In habite graue, 


Naked the fields are, bloomeleſle are the brires, 
Yet wea Sommer haue, 
Who in our clime kindleth theſe liuing fires, 
Which bloomes can on the briers ſaue. 
No Ice dooth chriſtallize the running Brooke, 
No blaſt deflowres the flowre-adorned field, 
Chriſtall is cleere, but cleerer is the looke, 
Which to our climes theſe liuing fires dooth yield: 
Winter though cuery where 
Hath no abiding heere: 
On Brooks and Briers ſhe doth rule alone, - 
The Sunne which lights our world is alwayes one. 


FINTS. 


Edmnrd Bolton, 


Melicer- 


& #7 
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C Mclicertus CMaariga/e. 


My life is loſt vnlefle 1 Grace approue. 
No flower that ſaplelle thriues, 
No Turtle without pheare. 


The day without the Sunne doth lower for woe, 
Then woe mine eyes, vnleſle they beauty ſee : 
My Sonne Samelaes eyes, by whom I know, 
Whercin delight conſiſts, where pleaſures be. 
Nought more the hart reuiues, 
Then to embrace his Dearc. 


The ſtarres from earthly humours gaine their light, 


Our humours by their light poſleſle their power ; 
Samelaes eyes fed by my weeping ſight, 
Intuſe my paines or ioyes, by ſaule or lower. 

So wends the ſource of loue, 


It feedes, it failes, it cnds. 


© Kindlookes, cleareto your Ioy, bchold her eyes, 


Admnireher hart, deſire to taſt her kiſles : 

In them the heauen of 1oy and ſolace ves, 

Without them, euery hope his ſuccour miſles. 
Oh how I liueto prooue, 
Whereto this ſolace tends? . 


FINTS. Ro. Greene. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Hat are my Sheepe, without their wonted food ? 
What is my life, except I gaine my Loue ? 
My Sheepe conſume, and faint for want of blood, 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


CE Olde Damons Paſtoral. 


Rom Fortunes frownes and change remou'd, 
wend filly Flocks 1m blefled feeding : 
None of Damon more belou'd, 


feede gentle Lambs while It reading, 


Careleſle vvorldlings, outrage quelleth 

all the pride and pope of Cittie : 
But true peace with Sheepheards dwelleth, 

(Sheepheards who delight mn pittie.) 
Whether grace of heauen betideth, 

on our humble minds ſuch pleaſure : 
PerfeQ peace with Swaines abideth, 

loue and faith is Sheepheards treaſure. 
On the lower Plaines the thunder 

little chriues, and nought preuailcth : 
Yetm Citties breedeth wonder, 

and the higheſt hills aſlaileth. 


Enuie of a forraigne Tyrant 
threatneth Kings, not Sheephcards humble : 
Age makes lilly Swaines delirant, 


thirſt of rule garres great men ſtumble. 
What to other ſeemeth ſorrie, 


abieR ſtate and humble biding : 


Is our ioy and Country glone, 


higheſt ſtates haue worſe betiding, 
Golden cory doo harbour poyſon, 


and the greatelt pompe, diſſembling : 
Court of {caſoned words hath foyſon, 


treaſon haunts in mo(t aſlembling, 


Home!ly breaſts doo harbour quiet, 2 


little feare, and mickle ſolace: 
States ſuſpeR their bed and: diet, 


tcarc and craft doo haunt the Pallace. 
Little 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Little would I, little want I, 
where the mind and (tore agreeth, 
Smalleſt comfort 15 not ſcantie, 
leaſt he longs that little ſeeth. 
Time hath beene that I haue longed, 
fooliſh I, to like of follie : 
To conuerſe where honour thronged, 
to my pleaſures linked wholy. 


Now I ſee, and ſeeing ſorrow 
that the day conſum'd, zcturnes not ; 


Who dare truſt vpon to morrow, 
when nor time, nor life ſoiournes not ? 


FINTS. Thomu. Loage. 


© Pcrigot and Cuddics Rewndelay. 


T fell vpon a holy-Eue, 

hey hoe holy-day : 
When holy-Fathers wont to ſhrive, 

now ginneth this Roundclay. 
Sitting vpon a hill ſo hie, 

 heyhoethehichill: 

The while my flocke did feede thereby, 
the while the Sheepheards ſelfe did ſpill. 


I faw the bouncing Bellybone, 
hey hoe Bonny-bell : 
Tripping ouer the Dalealone, 
ſhee can trip it very well. 
Well decked in a Frock of gray, 
hey hoe gray is greete: 
Andin a Kurtle of greene Say, 


the grecne is for Maydens meete. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


A Chaplet on her head ſhe wore, 
hey hoe the Chaplet: 

Of Geet Violets therein was ſtore, 
ſhe's ſweeter then the Violct. 

My Shcepe did leaue their wonted food, 
hey hoe filly Sheepe: 

And gaz'd on her as they were wood, 
vvood as he that did them keepe. 


As the Bony-laſle paſled by, 
hey hoe Bony-laſle : 
Shee rold at me with glauncing eye, 
as cleare as the Chrittall-glaſle. 
All as the Sunnie-beameſo bright, 
hey hoe the Sun-beame: 
Glaunceth from 7hebw face forth right, 


ſo loue into my hart did ſtreame. 


Or as the thunder cleaues the clouds, 
hey hoe the thunder: 
Where the lightſome leuin ſhrouds, 
{o cleauesmy ſoule a-ſunder. 
Or as Dame Cwirhias ſilver ray, 
hey hoe the moone-light ; 
Vpon the gliſtering vvaue doth play, 
ſuch play is a pitteous plight. 


The glaunce into my hart did glide, 
hey hoe the glider: 

There-with my ſoule was ſharply gride, 
{uch wounds ſoone wexen wider. 

Haſting to raunch the arrow out, 
hey hoe Perigot : +» 

» Heft the head in my hart roote, 

it wasa deſperate ſhot. 


There it rankleth aye more and more, 
hey hoe the arrox” : 


Ne 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Ne can I finde ſalue for my ſore, 
loue 1s a curelefle ſorrow. 

And though my bale with death I bought, 
hey hoe heauie cheere : 

Yet ſhould thilke laſle not from my thought, 
ſo you may buy gold too deere. 


But whether in painfull loueT pine, 
hey hoe pinching paine: 
Or thriue in wealth,ſhe {hall be mine, 
but if thou can her obtaine. 
And if for graceleſle greete I dye 
hey hoe gracelelle greete : 
Witneſle, ſhe flew me with her eye, 
let thy folly be the preefe. 


2 And you that ſaw it, ſimple ſheepe, 


hey hoe the faire flocke : 
For priefe thereof my death ſhall weepe, 
and moane with many a mocke. 
Solearn'd Iloue on a holy-Eue, 
hey hoe holy-day : 
That cuer ſince my hart did greeue, 
now endeth our Roundelay. 


FINTS. Eqdnu. Spencer. 
© Phillida «»d Coridon. | 
N the merry moneth of May, 
In a morne by breake of day, 


Foorth I walked by the Wood ſide, 
| When as May was in his pride: 
** Therelfpiedall alone, 
* Philidaand (oridon. 1 1 
2 Mucha-doo there was God wot, n | thy, 
| 3 


' ENGLANDS HELICON, 


He would loue, and (he would not. 
She ſayd neucr man was true, 

He fayd, none was falle to you. 
Heſayd, hc had lou'd her long, 

She ſayd, Loue ſhould haue no wrong. 
Coridon would kitle her then, 

She ſaid, Maides muſt kiſle no men, 
Till they did for good and all. 

| Thenſhemadethe Sheepheard call 
All the heauens to witnelle truth : 
Neuer lou'd a truer youth. 

Thus with many a pretty oath, 

Yea and nay, and faith and troth, 
Such as filly Sheepheards vſe, 

When they will not Loue abuſe; 
Loue, which had beene long deluded, 
Was with kiſſes {weete concluded. 
And Thilkda with garlands gay : 
Was made the Lady of the May. 


FINIS. 


N. Breton. 
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TC To Colin Cloute 


- where tayrel[t ſhades did hide her. © 
T he winds blew calme, the birds did ling, 
the coole ſtreanies ranne beſide her. 
My wanton thoughts entic'dmine eye, 
to ſee what was forbidden $; + * 


But better Memory ſaid, fie, 
ſo, vaine Deſire was chidden, 


_ ſate hating by a Spring, 


' 
" 
# FEY 


hey nonnie, nonnie, &c. :- 77 7/1! 


Into a ſlumber then I fel). 


By 
Wo C 


when fond imagination : VIALS 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


> Seemed toſee, but could not tell y 
$ her feature or her faſhion. 
"i But even as Babesin dreames dooſmile, 
whe and ſometime fall a weeping : 
g So I awakt, as wiſe this while, 
f as when fell a ſleeping. 
hey nonnie, nonnie, &C, 
f \ FINTS. $ heepheard T ome. 


C Rowlands Song wn prai/e of the faire#t Beta. 


Bat Tbou ſiluer Thames, 0 cleare#t chriftall flood, 
"= () Beta alone the Phenix us of all thy watry brood, 
$5 T he Dueene of Virgms onely ſhe, 
| end thou the Dueene of floods ſhalt be. 
Z Let all the Numphs be wyfull then, to ſee this happy aay : 
* ThyBetanow alone ſpall be the ſubiett of my Lay. 


= wuh aunty and delightſome ſtrames of ſmeeteFt Perelayes, 

'* Come lonely Sheepheards ſa we down, chaunt our Betas praiſe. 

end let ws ſing ſorare @ verſe, 

Our Betas praiſes to rehearſe : 

| That butle birds ſhall ſulent be, to heare poore Sheepheards ſing : 
e/Tnd Riners vackward bend their courſe, flow onto the ſpring. 


> Range allthy Swannes faire T hames together on a ranke : 

i efndplace them duly one by one vpon thy ſtarrly banks, 

= Then ſet together all a-good, | 

"® Recording to the ſiluer flood : 

23 end crane the runefull Nightingale to helpe ye with her Lay 
> T he Oſell and the Thruftlecocke, chiefe muſique of our May. 


O ſee what troupes of \imphs been ſporting on the ſtrands, va th 
Ana they been bleſſed Nemphrof peace, with Olines in their hand! . 
How merrily the CMuſes ſong | FAR 
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| 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 
That all the flowyie meddowes ring 
end Beta ir; pon the banks m purple and in pal, 
end he the Queens of Muſes uv, and weares the Coronal, 


T rim vp her go(1en treſſes with Apollos /acred tree, 
(0 happy #2ht wnto all thoſe that loue and honoar thee, 
The bleſſed Angels hare prepar'd 

eA elor10us crowne for thy reward ? 

IN ot /uch a golaen crowne 4s haughty Cxfar weaves: 
But /uch a olutering ſtarrie crowne as Ariadne bearer. 


CALike her a n00dly Chaplet of azurd ( ul'umbme, 

An4 wreath about her Coronet with [weeteSt Eglantine, 

Bedeck our Beta all with Lalles. 

And the dainty Daffacilies, 

With Roſes Damacke, white and red, and fawreft flowre-Delice : 
Wuh Cowſlup: of leruſalem, and Cloanes of Paradice. 


O thou farre Torch of heauen, the dayes moi dcareft hobr, 
And thou bright-ſhining Cinthia, the glory of the mght. 

Tow ſtarres th. eyes of heanen, 

Avid thou the glyding lenen, 

And thou 0 gorgeous Iris, with all ſtrange colours dyed : 

When ſhe ſlreames foorth her rayes, then daſÞt is all your pride. 


See how the Day ſtands full, admiring of her face, 
Ana Time loe ftretcheth foorth his armes thy Beta to embrace. 
The Sirens ſmg (weete L ayes, 


The Trytons lord her pray/e, | 
Goe paſſe on T hames, and hie thee fait vnto the Ocean Sea: 
And let thy billowes there proclume thy Betas holy-day. | 


eAnd water thou the bleſſed reote of that preene Olme tree, 


Wuk whoſe ſweete ſhadow all thy bancks wah peace preſerned be. 
Lawrell for Poets and ( onqueronrs : 


eAnd 1trile for Lowes Paramours. | - 
That fame may be thy fruite, the beughs pre/erw'd by peace 


5 


And tet the monrnfull (ypres die now ſtormes and tempes1s ceaſe. 


Weete 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Weele ftrew the ſhoare with pearle, where Beta walks a-lone, 

e And we wil! pane her Princely Bower with ruheit Indian ſlone. 
Perfume the ayre, and make u ſweete, 

For ſuch a Goddeſſe it 1s meete. 

For if her eyes for prrity contend with Titans lipht : 

Do meruaile then, although they ſo doo dazell humaine ſeebr. 


Sound out your Trumpets then from Londons ſtately Towers, 

T o beate the ſlormie wihds a-backe,and calme the raging ſhowers. 
Set tothe Cornet andthe Flute, 

The Orpharion and the Late : 

And tune the Taber and the Pipe to the ſweet Violons : 

And moone the thunder m the ayre with lowdeft Clarins. 


Beta, long may thine Altars ſmoake with yeerely /acrifi/e, 

end long thy ſacred temples may their Sabaoths ſolemm/e. 

T hy Sheepheards watch by day and night, 

Thy Maides attend the holy tight, 

And thy large Empire ſtretch L armes from Eaſt unto the Weſt: 
And Albion on the Appenines aduarnce her conquermg cre#f. 


FINIS. Ahich. Drayton. 
C 7 be Barginet of Antimachus. 
N pride of youth, in midſt of May, 
When birds with many a merry Lay, 


(alute the Sunnes vp-riſing : 
I fate me downe faſt by a Spring, 
And while theſe merry Chaunters ſing, 
I fell vpon ſurmizing, 


Amidſt my doubt and minds debate, 


Ot change of time, of vyorlds eſtate, 


I ſpyeda boy attired 
In ſiluer plumes, yet naked quite, 
Saue pretty feathers fit for flight, tu A 
ke E. Where- 


UN 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 
wherewith he ſtill aſpired. 


A bowe he barc to worke mens wrack, 
A little Quuuer at his back, 

with many arrowes f1l! ed: 
Andin his ſoft and pretty hand, 
He held a huzly burning brand, 


where-with he Louers killed. 
Falt by his {:de, in rich aray, 
There fatr a loucly Lady gay, 
his mother as 1 cucſled: 
That fee the Lad vpon her knee, 
And trimd his bowe, and taught him flee, 
and mickle Loueprofeſled. 
Oft from her lap at ſundry ſtoures, 
He leapt, and gathered Sommer flowres, TOR ID BIT Pf 
both Violets and Roſes: SAL het kf, 
But ſce the chaunce that followed faſt, 
As he the pompe of prime dooth waſt, 
before that he fuppoles: - 
A Bee that harbour'd hard thereby, 
Did ſting his hand, and made him cryc 
| Oh Mother, I am wounded : 
Faire Ven that beheld her Sonne, 
Crycd out alas, I am vndone, 


and there-vpon ſhe ſwounded. 
My little Lad the Goddeſlefayd, © 0 7 3 
Who hath my (#pi4fo diſmayd? 2 ; 
he aunſivered: Gentle Mother: 
Thehony-worker in the Hiue, ' | 
My erecte and nuſchiefe daoth contrive, 1; | 
alas it isnone other.,- tO Danna: 


Shee kiſt the Lad: Now marke the chaunce, | 
And ſtraite ſhe fell into a traunce; | 


and crying, thus conduded: TH 
Ah wanton boy, liketo the Bee, . 


Thou with a kiſle haſt wounded me, & | 


and haplefle Loucincluded. 
ſe Bee dooth thee aftright, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
But ah, my wounds arefull of fpright,  :/1; | | + © 
and cannot be recured : 
The boy that kiſt his Mothers paine, 
Gan mule, and kilt her wholeagaine, 
and made her hope aſſured. 
She ſuckt the wound, and ſwag'd the (ling, 
Andlutle Loue ycurde did ling, 


then let no Louer ſorrow: 
To day though grecte attaint his hart, 
Let him with courage bide the ſmare, 
amends will come to morroiy. 


FINIS. x: as Lodge 


C Menaphons R owndelay. 


Hen tender Ewes brought home with euenings Sur, 
V \ / Wend to their Folds, -* 
And to their holds / 
The Sheepheards trudge when light of day is done: 
Vpon a tree, vet SVG | 
The Eagle Jones faire bird did pearch, 
There reſteth hee. 2 
A little Flie his harbour then did ſearch, i. ;, - 
And did preſume,(though others laugh'd thereat) 
To wha whereas the Princely Eagle fat. 


The Eagle frownd, and ſhooke his royall wings, 
And charg'd the Flie | | 
From thence to hie. 
Afraide, in haſt thelittle creature flings, 
Yetſeekes againe, 
Fearefull to pearke him by the Eagles ſide. | 
With moodie vaine 
The ſpeedie poalt of Gammede replide : 
Vaſſaile auaunt, or with my wings you die. 
| Fr fit an Eagle ſeate him with a Fhe 2 | vc; Ola 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 
The Flie crav'd pitty, ſtill the Fagie frownd. 
The filly Flic 
Ready to die : 
Diſgrac'd, difplac'd, fell ons tothe ground, 
The Eagle ſawe : 
And with a royall mind aid tothe Flie, 
Be not in awe, 
] ſcorne by me the meaneſt creature die. 
Then ſeate thee heere: The ioyfull Flic vp- -flings, 
And fate ſafe ſhadowed with the Eagles wings. 


FINIS. Ro. Greene. \ 


LS 


0 ef Taitorallof Phillis and Coridon. 


Na - then: OWEs a flower, 
faire befall the dainty ſweete : 


By that flower there is a Bower, 
where the heauenly Muſes mecte. 


In that Bower there is a chaire, 


frindged all about with cold: 
Where dooth ſit the faireſt faire, 


that cuer eye did yet behold: 


Tt is Phillis faire and bright, 


ſhee that is the Sheepheards 10y? 
Shce that Ven did deſpig | 


and did blind her pigs boy. | 


This is ſhe, the wiſe, therich, | 
that the world deſires to ſee : 
This is p/a 9uze the which, 


there 15 none but onely ſhee. | 


Who would not this face adabire 2 
who would not this Saint adcre 2 


Ul ENGLANDS HELICON. 
Who wouldnotthis ſight defire, 
A though he thought to fee nomore? 


Oh faire eyes, yet let me ſce, 

one good looke, and I am gone : 
Looke on me, for I am hee, 

thy poore lilly Coriaoy. 


Thou that art the Sheepheards Queene, 
looke vpon thy filly Swaine : 

By thy comfort haue beene ſcene 

dead men brought to life againe. 


FINIS. N. Breton. 


T Coridon and Melampus Sorg. 


Elampus, when will Loue be void of feares? 

When Iealouſie hath neither eyesnor cares. 
MHMelampus, when will Loue be throughly ſhrieued ? 
When it is hard to ſpeake, and not belecued. 

e Melampms, when is Loue moſt malecontent ? 

Ael. When Lovers range, and beare their bowes vnbent. 
HMelampus, tell me, when takes Loneleaſt harme ? 

Mel. When Swaines (weete pipes are puft, and Trulls are warme. 
HMelamprs, tell me, when is Loue beſt fed ? | 

Afel. When it hath ſuck'd the ſweet that eaſe hath bred. 
CHMelampus, when is time in Loue ill ſpent ? 

. When it carnes meede, and yet receaues no rent. 
HMelampus, when is time well ſpent in Loue ? 

When deedes win meedes, and words Loues works doo proue. 


FINIS. Geo, Peele. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 
C Tityrus ro his fatre Phillis. 
F H E filly Swaine whoſe loue breedes diſcontent, 


Thinks death a trifle, life a loathſome thing, 
Sad he lookes, ſad he lyes : 
But when his Fortunes mallice dooth relent, 
T hen of Loucs {weetnes he will ſweetly ſing 
thus he lives, thus he dyes. 
Then T ityr4 whom Louc hath happy made, 
ve reſt thrice happy in this Mirtle ſhade. 
For though Loue at fir{t did greeue him : 


yet did "3-oM at laſt relccuc him, 


F INTS. LT. D. 


C5 heepheard. 


Sg Weete thrall, firſt ſtep to Loues felicitie, 
Sheepheardeſſe. 
Swecte thrall, no ſtop to perfet hbertie; 
Hee. O life. Shee. What hife 2 
Hee. Sweete life. 'Shee.. No life more ſiweete: 
Hee. O Loue. Shee. What loue ? 
Hee. Sweete Loue. Shee. Noloue more meete, 


' FINES. L AM. 


_ _ 


efnether of the ſame Authonr. 
Firm were ouer-{pread with flowers, 


Faireſt choiſc of F/oraes treaſure : 
Sheepheards therc had ſhadic Bowers, 
; Where they oftrepold with pleaſure. 


Meadowes 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Meadowes flourifh'd freſh and gay, 
where the wanton  Heards did play, 


Springs more cleare then Chniſtall ſtreames, 

Seated were the Groues among : 

Thus nor T «ans {corching beames, 

Nor earths drouth could Sheepheards wrong. 
Faire Pomonaes fruitfull pride : 


did the budding braunches hide. 
Flocks of ſheepe fed on the Plaines, 


Harmeleſle ſheepe that roamd atlarge : 
Heere and there late penliue Swaines, 
Wayting on their —— charge. 
Penfiue while their Laſles (mil'd : 
Laſles which had them beguil'd. 


Hills with trees were richly dighe, 

Vallies ſtor'd with YVefaes wealth : 

Both did harbour ſweet delight, 

Nought was there to hinder health. 
'Thus did heauen grace the ſoyle : 
Not deform'd with work-mens toilc. 


Pureſt plot of earthly mold, 
Might that Land be mltly named: 
Art by Nature was controld, 
Art which no ſuch pleaſures framed. 
| Fayrer place was neuer ſeene: 
Fitteſt place for Beauties Queene. 


FIXNTS. T. CA. 


RL NO. 


ſ; 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


C Menaphon t Pcſana. 
F- Aire fields proud Floraes vaunt, why i'ſt you ſmile, 


when as [ languiſh ? 


You golden Meades,vhy ſtrive you to beguile 


my weeping anguiſh 2? 


I liue to ſorrow, you to pleaſure ſpring, 


i whydooyeſpring thus 2 

What, will not Boreas tempeſts wrathfull King, 

take ſome pitty on vs? 
And ſend forth Winter in her ruſtic weede, 

to waile my bemoanings : 
While I diſtreſt doo tune my Country Reede 

vnto my groanings. 
But heauen and earth, time, place, and every power, 


' have with her conſpired : 
To turne my blisfull ſweete to balefull ſower, 


ſince I this defired. 
The heauen whereto my thoughts may not aſpire, 


aye me vnhappie : 
It was my fault timbrace my bane the fire 


that forceth me dic. 
Mine be the paine, but hers the cruell cauſe, 


of this _— torment: 
Wherefore no time my banning prayers ſhall pauſe, 


till proud ſhe repent. 


FINIS. Ro. Greene. 


T I /weete PaFtoral, 


(r. Muſe rock me a ſleepe, 
with ſome ſweet Harmonic: 
This wearie eycisnot to keepe 
thy waric companie, 


Sweete 


—_— —_ 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


S\veete Loue be gone a while, 

thou knowelt my heauines : 
Beauty is borne but to beguile, 

my hart of happines. 


Sec how my little flocke 
that lou'd to feede on hie: 


Doo headlong tumble downe the Rocke, 


and in the Vallie die. 


The buſhes and the trees 

that were ſo freſh and greene : 
Doo all their dainty colour leeſe, 

andnota lcafe is ſcene. 


The Black-bird and the Thruſh, 

that made the woods to ring : 
With all the reſft,are now at huſh, 

and not a noate they ling. 


Sweete Thilomele the bud, 

that hath the heauenly throate, 
Dooth now alas not once aftoord 

recording of a noate. 


The flowers haue had afroſt 

each hearbe hath loſt her ſauour : 
And 7hiliaa the faire hath loſt, 

the comfort of her fauour. 


Now all theſe carefull ſights, | 
ſo kill me 1n conceite : 
That how to hope vpon delights 
it 15 but meere deceite. 


And therefore my ſweete Muſe 
that knoweſt what helpe is beſt, 
Doo now thy heavenly cunning vſe, 


to ſet my hart atreſt. 
F. And 


ſ; 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Andin a dreame bewray | 
what fate ſhall be my friend : 
Whether my life ſhall (till denay, 
or when my ſorrow end. 
FINIS. NN. Breton. 


ce Harpalus complaynt on Phillidaes owe beftowed on Corin, who 
loued her not, and denyed hm that lo- 
wed her. 


Flullida was a faire mayde, 
as freſh as any flower: 
Whom Harpalus the Heards-man prayde 
to be his Paramour. 
Harpalus and cke Cori, 
were Heard-men both yfere: 
And 7hilida could twiſt and ſpinne, 
and thereto ſing full clecre. 
But Phulida was all too coy, 
for Harpalu to winne : 
For {ori was her onely ioy, 
who forc'd her nat a pinne. 
How often would ſhe flowers twine, 
how often garlands wake : 
Of Cowſlps and of Cullumbine, 
and all for { orins ſake ? 
But Corm he had Hawkes to lure, 
and forced more the field : 
Of Louerslaw he tooke no cure, 
for once he was beguild. 
Harpalu: prevailed naught, 
his labour all — : 
Forhe was furtheſt from her thought, 
and ycthe lou'd her moſt. 


% 


Therefore 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Therefore woxe he both pale and leane, 
and drye as clod of clay : 
His fleſh it was conſumed cleane, 
his colour gone away. 
His beard it had not long beene ſhaue, 
his haire hung all vakempt : 
A man molt fit evenfor the graue, 
whom ſpitefull Loue had ſpent. 
His eyes were red andall fore-watcht, 
his face beſprent with teares: 
Ttfcem'd vnhap had him long hatch, 
in mid(t of his diſpaires. - 
His cloathes were blacke and alſo bare, 
as one forlorne was hee : 
Vpon his head he alwayes ware 
a wreath of Willow-tree. 
His beaſts he kept vpon the hill, 
and heſate in the Dale: 
 Andthus with ſighs and forrowes ſhrill, 
he gan to fell his tale. 
Oh Harpalu, thus would he ſay, 
vnhappieſt ynder Sunne : 
The cauſe of thine vahappy day, 
by loue was firſt begun. 
For thou went'lt firſt by ſute to ſeeke, 
a Tygerto make tame : 
That ſets not by thy loue a Lecke, 
bue makes thy greefc a game. 
Aseaſie were it to conuert 
the froſt into a flame : 
As for to turne a froward hart | 
whom thou ſo faine would(t frame. 
Corm, he liueth careleſle, 
he leapes among the leaues : 
He cates the fruites of thy redreſle, 
thou reap'ſt, he takes the ſheaues. 
My beaſts a-while your food refraine, 
and harke your Heard-mans ſound: | 
F2 | Whom 


ſ\ 


_ ENGLANDS HELICON. 


164 Whom ſpightfull Loue alas hath ſlaine, 
through-girt with many a wound. 
Oh happy be ve beaſts wild, 
that heere your paſture takes: 
I ſee that ye be not beguild, - 
of thele vour Faithfull makes. 
The Hart he feedeth by the Hind, 
the Bucke hard by the Doe: 
The Turtle-Doue 1s not vni:ind 
to hum that loues her lo. 
The Ewe the hath by her the Ram, 
the voung Cowe hath the Bull : 
The Calte with many aluſty Lamb, 
doo feede their hunger full. 
But well-away that Nature wrought, 
thee Philidalo faire: 
For I may fay that I haue bought 
thy beauty all too deare. 
What reaſon 1s't that cruelty 
with beauty ſhould haue part ? 
Or clſc that ſuch great tirannie, 
ſhould dwellin vvomans hart ? 
I ſee therefore to ſhape my death, 
ſhe cruelly is preſt : 
To th'end that I may want my breath, 
my dayes beene at the beſt. 
Oh Cxp:d graunt this my requeſt, 
and doo not ſtop thine eares: 
That ſhe may feele within her breſt, 
the paine of my deſpaires. 
Of /orm that is carelelle, 
that ſhe may crauc herfee : 
As 1 haue donein great diſtrelle, 
' that lou'd her faithfully. 
But ſince that I ſhall die her ſlave, 
her ſlave and eke her thrall : 
Write you my friends vpon my graue, 
this chaunce that 15 befall, 
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Heere 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Heere lyeth vnhappy Harpahs, 
by cruell Loue now laine : 


Whom Phil:da vmultly thus, 
hath murdred with diſdaine. $ 


FINTS. L. T. Haward, Eavle of Surrie. 


{ enother of the ſame ſubiett, but made as it were 


m aunſwere. 


N a goodly Sommers day, 

() Harpalus and Phillda, 

He a true harted Swaine, 

Shee full of coy diſdaine, 
droue their flocks to field : 

He to ſee his Sheepheardeſle, 

She did dreame onnothing leſle, 

Then his continuall care, 

Which to grim-fac'd Diſpaire, 
wholely did him yield, 

Corin ſhe affeRed ſUll, 

All the more thy hart to kill. 

Thy caſe dooth make me rue, 

That thou ſhould'{t loue ſo true, 
and be thus diſdain'd : 

While their flocks a feeding were, 

They did meete together there. 

Then with a curthic lowe, 

And fighs that told his woe, 

thus to her heplain'd. 


Bide a while faire Philidz, 

Liſt what Harpabe will ſay 
Onely in loue to thee, 
Though thou reſpe& not mee, 


yet vouchſafe an care | 
F. 3. To 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 
To preuent enſuing ill, 
Whuch no doubt betide thee will, 
It thou doo not fore-ſce, 
To ſhunne it preſenthie, 
| then thy harmel feare. 
Firme thy loue is, well I wot, 
To the man that loues thee not. 
Louely and gentle mayde, 
Thy hope is quite betrayde, 

which my hart doth grecue: 

Corm 18 vnkind to thee, : 
Though thou thinke contrarie. 


O 


His loue is growne as light, 


As is his Faulcons flight, 
chis {\weet Nimph belecue. 


CHMopſus daughter, that young mayde, 
Her bright eyes his hart hath ſtraydc 
From hus afteRing thee, 
Now there 1snone but ſhee 

that is Cores bliſle : 
Philks men the Virgin call, 
She is Buxome, faire and tall, 
Yetnot like Philbda : 
IfI my mind might ſay, 

eyes oft deeme amiſle. 

He commends her beauty rare, 
Which with thine may not compare. 
He dooth extoll her eye, 
Silly ching, if thine were by, 

thus conceite can erre: 
He is rawiſh'd with her breath, 
Thine can quicken life in death. 
He prayſeth all her parts, 


Thine, winnes a world of harts, <a 
more, if morethere were. - 


Looke fixeet Nuwph vpon thy flock, 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


They ſtand (hill, and now fcede not, 
As if they ſhar'd with thee : 
Greefe for this iniurie, 

offred to true loue. 
Pretty Lambkins, how they moane, 
And in blcating ſeeme to groane, - 
That any Sheepheards Swaine, 
Should cauſe their Miſtrespaine : 

by affeRs remoue. 
If youlooke but on the graſle, 
It's not halfe ſo greene aS'twas : 
When I began my tale, 
Butit is witherd pale, 

all in meereremorce. 
Marke the Trees that brag'd euen noyw, - 
Ofeach goodly greenc-lcau'd-bow, 
They ſeeme as blaſted all, 


Ready for Winters fall, 
. ſuch is true loues force. 


| 
| 
|| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


The gentle murmur of the Springs, 
Are become contrary things, 
They haue forgot their pride, 
And quite forſake their elide, 
as if charm'd they ſtand. 
And the flowers growing by, 
Late fo freſhin euecry eye, 
See how they hang the head, 
As on a ſuddaine dead, \ 
| dropping on the ſand. 
The birds that chaunted it yer-while, 
Ere they hear'd of Corins guile, 
Sit as they were afraide, 
Or by ſome hap diſmaide, 
for this wrong to thee: 
Harke {weet Phil, how Philomell, 
That was wont to fing fo well, 
Jargles now in yonder bulb, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Worſer then the rudeſt Truſh, 
a5 1t were not hee. 


 T14/ida, who all this while | 
Neither gauea figh or ſmile : 
Round about the ficld did TaZe, 
As her wits were in a maZe; 
poore deſpiſed mayd. : 
And reuined at the laſt, 
After {treames of teares were paſt, 
Leaning on her Sheepheards hooke, 
With a {ad and heauic looke, 
thus poore ſoulc ſhe ſayd. 

Harpalus, I thanke not thee, 

For this ſorry tale eo mee. 

Meete me heere againe to morrow, 
Then I will conclude my ſorrow 

mildly ,if may be: 

With their flocks bo aac doo fate, - 

Eythers hart too full of care, 

If they doo meete againe, 

Then what they furder, ayne, 

you ſhall heare from me. 


he Fa 2 
SA NSLLAS AS a ItnatsS Eh id Ba x 


—_— _. ————— + 


= 
_ —_ "y 
ado 4 dad tots Me, be Mn de ELEC ST OO FIR LET 


bd WEN TESTO 6 ate. Mi als. 


Fl NTIS, Shep. Tone. 


. 
- RN 9 RI. 2 


_ 


— 


. 
STTYY LEY ITY RIOT) CAL ad 
% 


© The Nemphes meeting their May Dneene, entertaine her 
with this Dire, © 


V Ith fragrant flowers we _ the way, | | | 
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And make this our cheefe holy-day. 
For though this clime were bleſt of yore: 
Yetwasit; neuer proud before. 


O beauteous Queene of ſecond Troy: 
Accept of our vnfaynedioy:''-\ | of 40 ttt 7. 116 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Now th' Ayre is ſweeter then ſweet Balme, 
And Satires daunce about the Palme, 
Now carth with verdure newly dighe, 
Giues perfe&t ſignes of her delight. 

O beauteous Queene, &c. 


Now birds record new harmonie, 
And trees doo whiſtle melodie, 
Now euery thing that Nature breedes, 
Dooth clad it ſelfe in pleaſant weedes. 
O beauteous Queene, &c. 


Fl NIS, Tho. Watſcn. 


C-Colin Cloutes mournſull Ditie for the death 
of Aſlrophell. | 


Otr-times to plaine your loues concealed ſmart; 
And with your pitteous Layes haue learn'd to breede 
| Compallionin a Country-Lafles hart: 

Harken ye gentle Sheepheards to my ſong, . 

And place my dolcfull plaint your plaints among; + 


\ Heepheards that wunt on pipes of Oatenreede; 7 


To youalone ſing this mournfull verſe, - 
The mournfulſt verſe that everman heard tell : 
To you whoſe ſoftned harts it mayempienſe* - ©, 
With dolours dart for death of Ai?rophell, ne 20 ER 
Toyoul ſing, and to none other wighe 007 5 HG 98 
For well I wot, my rimes been rudely dight. 


i141 


Yet as they been, if any nicer wit- 


Shall hap to heare, or couet them to reade: @ 11 211 9449) 44 LOL 
Thinke he, that ſugh:azefoaduch ones molifth £7! - 24 
| | G. Nlade 
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\ Lethimbe moou'd to pitty ſuc 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Made not to pleaſe the living, but the dead. 


Andifm him found pitty ever _ 
19 caſe. 


FINIS. F am. $ pencer. 


C Damztas /:7ge 1 prat/e of bys Lone. 


ona hillfo mernly, 
on a hill ſo cherily, 
Feare not Sheepheard there to pipe thy fill, 


Fill euery Dale, fill eucry Plaine: 
both {ing and ſay; Louc feeles no paine. 


bs Sheepheard, Sheepheard on a hill 


Jolly Sheepheard, Sheepheard on a greene 
ona greene ſo merrily, 
on a greene ſo cherlly, 
Bethy voyce ſhrill F thy mirth feene, 
Heard to cach Grin, ſeene tocach Trul! : 
both ſing and ſay; Loues ioy is full. 


 Tolly Sheepheard, Sheepheard: in the Surine, | 


in the Suuge ſo mernily;. 


in the Sunne ſo cherlly, 
Sing forth thy ſongs, and let thy 1mesrunne 
Dow ne to the Dales, to thehills aboue: 

both ſing gandfays Nolifeto mow 


Tolly Shcepheard, Sheepheard mthe fade, 
in the ſhade ſp merrily,, i i 0 
in the ſhade ſo cherily, 
Toy in thy life, life of Sheepheards trades Orman nod 
loy in thy louc, Joue full of glee: +; (+ +++, oa gs nl 
both ing lay 3 Smect Lowe forme. 01,97 Sp 
abs i ony 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 
lolly Sheepheard, Sheepheard heere or there, 


heere or there ſo mernily, 
heere or there 0 chenly, 
Or inthy chat, eyther at thy chieere, 
In cuery Iigge, in euery Lay: 


both ſing and ſay; Louelaſts for aye 


/ 
Tolly Sheepheard, Sheepheard Daphms Loue, 
Daphms loue ſo mernily, 
Daphmsloue lo cherily, 
Let thy fancie neuer more remoue, 
Fancie be fixt, fixt not to fleete, 
{till ing and ſay; Loues yoake is {weete. 


FINTIS. John Woottox. 


E Montanus praiſe of his fare Phzbe. 


Hebe (ate, 
Sweete the ſlate, : 
ſweete fate Phebe when I ſawher, 


White her brow 

Coy her eye, 

brow and eye,how much you pleaſe me? 
Words I ſpent, 
Sighs I ſent, 

ſighs and words could never draw her, 
Oh my Loue, 

ſince no fight could cuer caſe thee. 
Phebe fate 
_ ſ Fount I ſpide h 

ittin a rount 1 encr, 

Sweete hertouch, gy Roo 
Rare her voyce, 


touch and yoyce, what may diſtaine you ? 
G. 2: As 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


As ſhe ſung, 

I did ſigh, | 

And by ſighs whilſt that I tride her, 

Oh mine eves 

You did iooc, 

her firſt ſight whoſe want did paine you. 

Phobes flocks | 

\Wiunte as wooll, 
vet were 7Thubes lookes more whiter, 


Phwyhes eves 
Douc-like nuld, 
Doue-like eyes both mild and cruel}, 
Afontane {iweares 
In your Lamps, 
| he will dic for to delight her, 


Thayxbe yeeld 
Or I die, © 
- ſhall true harts be fancies fuel! 2 


FINIS. Thom... Loage. 


© T be complaint of Theſhilis the forſaken Sheepheard. | 


Heſtlis a ily Swaine, whey Lone did him forſake, 
1 In mournfull wiſe amd the woods, thus gan bi:plaint to \make. 
Ah woful! man ( quoth he ) falne ts thy lot to mone, 
And pine away with carefull thoughts, vnto thy Cres me. 
T hy N umph for /akesthee.quate, whom thou aitlitbonour (« : 
That aye to her thou wert a friend, but to thy /elfe a foe. 
Te Lomers that hauc loft your harts-defired choyee : oy 
L ament with me my cruell h , and helye my 3 trembling Os Y; 
Was neuer man that ſtoodefo.w Far in Fortnues i a0 
NW or with his ſweate (alu too _ ) poſſe#t /o higÞ a place: 
es I who/e ſrmple hart, aye thought h1m{elfe ſill ſave, 


Put now I ſep high ſpriogg tide ,; 5, they may not aye endure. 


Shee 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Shee knowes my guiltleſſe hart, and yet ſhe lets it pine : 
Of her untrue profeſſed loue, ſo feeble 1s the twine, 


What wonder 1 ut then, if I berent my haires : 
e And crauing death continually, doo bathe my ſelfe in teares ? 


When Crxfus K my of Lide, was cait m cruel! bans, 

And yeelded goods ana life mto his enennes hands : 

What tongue could tell his woe ? yet was brs griefe much le([e 
Then mme,for I haue lest my Lone yobich might my woe reare(ſe. 
Te woods that ſhroud my limbs, gue now your hellow ſound: 

T hat ye may helpe me to bewaule, the cares that me confound. 

Ye Riners reit a while, and ſtay your ſtreames that rumne : 

Rue Theſtilis, the wofulft man that refts wnder the Sunne, 

T ran/port my ſighs ye winds, unto my pleaſant foe : 

Ah trickling teares ſhall witnes beare, of this my cruell woe. 

Oh happy man were |, if all the Gods agveed : 

That now the Sifters three ſhould cut im twame my fatall threed. 
Tull life with loue ſhall end, I heere reſigne all wy, 

Thy pleaſant [weete I now lament, whoſe lacke breeds mime annoy. 
Farewell my deere therefore, farewell to me well bnowne, 


If that I die, u ſhall be ſayd : that thou ha#t ſlame thine owne. 
FINTS.  L. T. Howara, E. of Surree. 


— 
— — 
—— 


C To Phillis the fare Sheepheardeſſe, 


. 


Y Phills hath the mornang Sunne, 
at firlt to looke vpon her : 
And hills hath morne-waking birds, 
her rifings {till to honour. 
My Philks hath prime-featherd flowres, 
that ſmile when ſhe treads on them : 
And Phill hath a gallant flocke, 4 
that leapes ſince ſhe dooth owne them. 
But Phils hath too hard a hart, 


alas that ſhe ſhould haue ""_ Crs 
FEST? G.3. Ie 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


le yeeldsno mercie to deſert, 
nor grace to thoſe that crave tt. 
Sweete Sunne, when thou look'lt on, 
pray her regard my moane. 
Sweete birds, when you ing to her, 
to yeeld ſome pitty,woo her, 
S;vect flowers that ſhe treads on, 
tell her. her beauty deads one. 
And if in life her loue ſhe mill agree me : 
Pray her before I die, ſhe will come {ee me. 


FINTS. S. E. Do 


C The Sheepheard Dorons hoge. 
# & Hrough the ſhrubs as can crack, 


for my Lambs pretty ones, 
mong(t manylttle ones, 
Nimphs I meane, whole haire was black 
| | As the Crow. 


Like as the Snow 
Her face and browes ſhin'd I weene, 


I faw alittle one, 
a bonny pretty one, 
As bright, buxome, and as theene : 
As was ſhee 
--- Onherknee 
That lull'd the God, whoſe arrowes warmes 
ſuch merry little ones, 
ſuch faire-fac'd pretty ones, 
As dally in Loucs chicfeſt harmes. 
| _ 7- mine, 
wW ne 
Made me loue: I gan to wooe - © - MF, 
this \weete little one, © 


this bonny pretty one. 


Joo 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 
I wooed hard a day or two, 
| Till ſhe bad, 

Be not fad, 


Wooe no more, I am thine owne, 
thy deareſt little one, 
thy truelt pretty one. 


Thus was faith and firme loue ſhowne, 
As behooues 


Sheepheards Loues. 


FINTS. Ro. Greene. 


C Aſtrophel! his Song of Phillida aud Coridon, 


was neuer morne ſo faire: 
There ſhone a Sunne, though not the Sunne, 
that ſhincth inthe ayre. 


For the carth, and from the earth, 
(was neuer ſuchacreature: ) 


Did come this face, (was neuer face,) 
that carried ſucha feature. 2 
Vponahill, (6 bleſſed hill, 
was neuer hill ſo bleſled) 
There ſtoode a man, (was neuer man 
for vvoman ſo diſtreſſed.) 
Tliis man beheld a heauenly view, 
which did ſuch vertue giue: 
As cleares the blind, and helps the lame, 
and makes the dead man lue. 
This manhad hap, (6 happy man 
more happy none then hee; ) 
For he had hap to ſee the hap, 
that none had hap to ſce. 
This filly Swaine, (and filly Swaines 
_ are men(/of meanelt grace: ) 


þ 1n a morne, (0 faireſt morne) 


Had 


\; 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Had yet the grace, (0 gracious gueſt) 
toh ap on ſuch a tace. 
He pitty crved, and putty came, 
and pittied ſo his paine : 
As dying, would notlet him die, 
7, but gaue him life againe. 
For ioy whereot he made ſuch mirth, 
as all the vvoods did ring : 
And 7a» with all his Swaines came foorth, 
| to heare the Sheepheard ling. 
But ſuch a Song ſung neuer was, 
nor ſhall be ſung againe : 
Of 7hillda the Sh \ceepheards Queene, 
and / 9r:don the Swaine. 
Faire 7 h1l{::15 the Sheepheards Queene, { 
(was neuer ſuch a Queene as (lie, \ 
And ( vr:42% her onely Swaine, 
(was neuer ſuch a Swaine as he.) 
Faire 7 h:U/:: hath the faire(l face, 
that cuer cye did yet behold : 
And {orion the conſtants faith, 
that ever vet kept flockein fold. 
Sweete Phillis is the fi ceteſt {weecte, 
that cuer yet the carth did veeld: 
And Cor:don the kindeſt Swaine, 
that cuer yet kept Lambsin field. - 
| Sweete Philomel/lis Phillis bird, 
though Coridon be he that caught her : 
And Ceriden dooth heare her ſi ing, 
though Phili4a be ſhe that taught her. 
Poore {ord dooth keepe the fields, | 
though Philldabeithethatowes hems 
And Phillid1 dooth! walke the Meades, | 
though Coridon behe that mowes theme : 
Thelute Lambs are Phils loue, 
though ( oridon 15 hethat feedes chem: 228 
The Gardens faire are Philhs ground, -/ wn. agile 
though Ceridbehe Sada >» : | 
And 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Since then that Phillis onely is, 

the onely Sheepheards onely Queene : 
And Coridon the onely Swaine, 

that onely hath her Sheepheard beene. 
Though Phils keepe her bower of ſtate, 

ſhall { oridon conſumeaway : 


No Sheepheard no, worke out the weeke, 
and Sunday ſhall be holy-day. 


FINIS. N. Breton. 


F'Y 


© The paſſionate Sheepheards Song. 


N aday, (alack the day,) 

() Loue whoſe moneth was euer May : 
Spied a bloſſome paſling faire, 
Playing in the wanton ayre. 

Through the veluet leaues the wind, 

All vnſcene gan paſſage find : 

That the Sheepheard (ſicke to death,) 

Wiſh'd himſelfe the heauens breath. 

Ayre (quoth he) thy cheekes may blow, 

Ayre, would I might triumph ſo. 

But alas, my hand hath ſworne, 

Nere to pluck thee from thy thorne. 

Vow (alack) for youth ynmeete, 

Youth ſo apt topluck a ſweete. 

Thou for whom owe would ſweare, 

Inno but an AEthiope were, 

And deny him ſelfe for loze, 


Turning mortall for my Loue. 
FINIS. W. Shakeſtewve. 


H. The 


ſ; 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


& The wunknowne Sheepheards complaint, 


Y Flocks feede not, my Ewes brecede not, 
My Rammes (peede not, all is amille ; 


Loue 1s denying, Faith is defying, 
Harts reny1ng, cauſer of this. 
All my merry Iiggs are quite forgot, 
All my Ladies louc is lo{t God wor. 
Where her faith was firmely fixtin loue, 
There a nay is plac'd without remoue. 
One ſilly crotle, wrought all my loſle, 
- Otfrowning Fortune,curſed fickle Dame : 
For now I {ce, inconſtancie 
More in vvomen then in men remaine. 


In black mourne I, all feares ſcome 1, 

Loue hath forlorne me, lwing in thrall : 

Hart is bleeding, all helpe needing, 

O cruell ſpeeding, fraughted with gall. 

My Sheepheards pipe can ſound nodeale, 

' My Weathers bell rings dolefull knell. 

My curtaile dogge that wont to have plaide, 

Playcsnot at all, but ſeemes afraide. - 
With hs ſo deepe, procures to weepe, 
In howling-wifc, to ſec my dolefull hghe: 
How ſ1ghs reſound,through hartleſfe round, 


Like a thouſand vanquiſh'd menin bloody hehe. 


Cleare Wells ſpring nor, ſweet birds ſing not, 
Greene plants bring not foorth theirdie :. 
Heards ſtand weeping, Flocksall ſleeping; 
Nimphs back peeping fearefully. 

All our pleaſure knowne to vs poore Swaines, 
All our merry meeting on the Plaines. 

All our cuening ſports from vs are fled, 


All our louc1s loſt, for Louc is dead. 


Farewell 


4 
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BENGLANDS HPLICON. 


Farewell ſweete Loue, thy like nere was, 
For ſweete content, the cauſe of all my moane: 
Poore { or:don mult live alone, 


Otker helpe for him, I ſce that there is none. 
FINTIS. Ignots, 


« enother of the ſame Sheepheard;, 


Sit fell vpon a day, - 
A In the merry moneth of May, 
Sicting ina plecaſane ſhade, 
Which a groue of Mirtles made. 
Beaſts did leape, and birds did (ing, 
Trees did grow, and plants did ſpring, 
Every thing did banith moane, 
Sauc the Nightingale alone. 
Shee poore Fird, as all forlorne, 
Lean'd her breaſt againſt a thorne, 
And there ſung the dolefull'{t Ditty, 
That to heare it was great pitty. 
Fie,fie, fie, now would ſhe crie 
T eru, Teru, by and by. 
That to heare her ſo complaine, 
Scarſe I could from teares refraine. - 
For her greefes ſa lively ſhowne, 
Made me thinke vpon mine owne. 
Ah (thought T} thou mourn'ſt in vaine, 
None takes pitty on thy paine. 
Senceleſle trees, they cannot heare thee, 
Ruthleſſe beaſts, they will not cheere thee. 
King Panghion he is dead, 
All thy friends are lapt in Lead. 
All thy fellow birds doo img, . 
Cardleſle of thy ſorrowing, 


H.: Eucn 


WY 


ſ 
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Euen ſo poore bird lie thee, 
None a-liue will pitty mee. 


FINIS. Teneto. 


mm 


4 The Sheepheards allu'ion of his owne amorous wfelicutie, to the 


offence of Atzon. 


Cteon loſt in middle of his port 
AA Bar ſhape and life, for looking but awry: 
Diana was afraide he would report 
What ſecrets he had ſeene in paſſing by. 
Totell but truth, the felfe ſame hurt haue TI: 
By viewing her for whom l daily die. 
Teeſe my wonted ſhape, in that my mind 
Dooth ſuffer wrack vpon the {tonic rock 
Ot her diſdaine, who contrane to kind 
Dooth beare a breaſt more hard then any ſtock ; 
And former forme of limbs is changed quite : 
By cares in loue, and want of due delight. 
T leeſe my life, in that cach ſecret thought, 
Which I conceaue through wantan fond regard : 
Dooth make me ſay, that life auayleth nought, 
Whiere ſcruice cannot haue a due reward. 
| I dare not name the Nimph that works my ſmart, 
A Though Loue hath grau'n her name within my hart: 


FINIS. Tho. Watſon. 


—_— 


{ Montanus Sonet to his faire Phzbe. 


A Turtle late vpon a leauelefle tree; 
Mourning her abſent pheare, 
With ſad and forne cheare. . 
About her wondring ſtood, 
The Cittizens of vyood. 


And 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


And whilſt her plumes ſhe rents, 
And for her Loue laments : 
'Theſtately trees complaine them, 
The birds with ſorrow paine them, 
Each one that dooth her view, 
Her paines and ſorrowes rue. 

Bue were the ſorrowes knowne, 
That me hath ouer-throwne : 


Oh how would /hebe ſigh, if ſhe did looke on mee 2 


The loue-ſicke Polpheme that could not ee, 


Who on the barren ſhoare, 

His fortunes did deplore: 

And melteth all in mone, 

For Galatea gone, 

And with his cries 

AfiRts both carth and skies, 

And to his woe betooke, 

Dooth breake both pipe and hooke, 
For whom complaines the morne, 
For whom the Sea-Nimphs mourne. 
Alas his paine is nought, 

For were my woe but thought : 


Oh how would Phebeligh, if ſhe didlooke on me 2 


Beyond compare my pame, 
, yetgladamT: 

If gentle Phebe daine, 
to ſee her Montan die. 


FINIS. Thom. Lodge. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


C Phzbcs Sonnet, a rephe ro Montanus paſſion. 


Ouwnec a downe, 
] Thus 7 ki ſung, 
By fancie once diltrefled : 


Who ſo by fooliſh Loue are ſtung 
are worthily oppreſled. 
Andſo ling I, with downea downe, &c. 


V Vhen Loue was firlt begot, 
And by the mothers will : 
Did fall co humane lot; 

His ſolace to fulfill, 

Deuoide of all deceite, 

A chaſt and holy fire : 

Did quicken mans conceite, 
And yvomens breaſts inſpire. 
The Gods that ſaw the good, 
That mortalls did approouc: 


, With kind and holy moode, 


Began to talke of Loue. 
Downe a downe, 
Thus 7h ſung 
By fancie once diſtreſled, &c. 


g this accord, 
A wonder ſtrange to heare : 
Whilſt Love in dceede and word 
Moſt faithfa!l did appeare; 


&._ 


Falſe ſemblance came in place, 


By Iealoukte attended: ay 
And with a double face, 
Both loue and fancic blended. 

Which made the Gods forſake, 

And men from fancie flic : 

And Maydens ſcorne a make, ,- 1 
Foiſooth arid fo will I. | 


Downe 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Downe a downe, 
Thus Phitks ſung, 
By fancie once diſtreſſed : 
Who ſo by fooliſh Loueare ſtung, 
Are worthily oppreſled. 
Ando ing I, with downe a downe, &c. 


FINIS. Them). Loage. 


\l Coridons /ipphication to Phillis. 


Weete Phillis, if a filly Swaine, 
may ſue to thee for grace : 
Sce not thy louing Sheepheard ſlaine, 
with looking on thy face. 


But thinke what power thou haft gor, 
vpon my Flock and mee: 


Thou ſeeſt they now regard me not, 
but all-doo follow thee. 
AndifT have ſo farre preſum'd, 
with prying in thine eyes: 
Yetlet not comfort be grey 
that in thy pitty Iycs. 
But as thou art that greys 
that Fortune fauour giues: 
Solct not Loue dye in deſpaire; 
that in thy fauour liues. 
The Deere doo brouſe vpon the bryer, 
the birds doo pick. the cherries: 
And will not Beauty graunt Deſire, 
one handfull of her berries ? 
Ifit beſo that thou haſt ſworne, - 
that none ſhall looke on thee : 
Yetlet meknow thou dooſt nor ſcorne, © 
tocalt alooke on mce: N 
ne 
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F Plaines. Sh exphcards pride: | 
: R eſourdinsy Ecichoes of 1e7 praiſe 1ng out, 

f nz fare and mide 

; my Daphmi praiſe. 

S. 

| Chen | 2e7n to 11mg, bez:in to o ſound, 
k ſounds loud and inal : 

Doo make cach notevnto the 5kies rebound, 
aces calme and (Hl, 

| with Daphrs prac. 

F Fler trefies are like vviers of ! eaten zald, | ( 
Gold bright and {hcene? 

| Like 
Bo! 


ENGLANDS, HELICON, 


Like \y/« golden haire that Sola pold, » 
Scill, ore-leenc 
through TMines loue. 


Her eyeslike ſhining Lampsin midft of night, 
Nighe darke and dead : 

Or as the Starres that giue the Sea-men light, _ 
Light for toleade 


heir wandring Ships. 
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Amid(t her checkes the Roſe and Lilly ſtriue, 
Lilly, ſnow-white: 

When their contend dooth make their colour thriue. 
Colour too bright 
for Sheepheards eyes. 


Her lips like Scarlet of the fineſt die, 
Scarlet blood-red: 

Tecth white as Snow, which on the hills dooth lie, 
Hills ouer-ſpread 
by Winters force. 


<> —_—_ _ 


Her skinne as ſoft as is the fineſt filke, 
| Silke ſoft and fine : 
Ot colour like vato the whiteſt milke, 
Milke'of the Kine 
of Daphnis Heard. 


As ſwift of footeas is the pretty Roe, 
, Roe ſwift of pace: 
When yelping Hounds.purſug her to and fro, 


Hounds fierce in chaſe, 
to reaue her lite. 


Ceaſe tongue to tell of any more compares, 


Compares too rude : 
L Duhms 


y) 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Daphns deſerts and beauty are too rare, 
Then heere conclude 


faire Daphnu praile. 
FINTS. I. Wootton. 


E Dorons deſcription of hu faire Sheepheardeſſe Samela. 


Girt with a Crimſon roabe of brighteſt die : 
goes faire Samela. 
Whiter then be the flocks that (tragling feed, 
When waſh'd by Arethu/a, faint they lic, 
1s faire Same/a. 
As faire Aurora in her morning gray, 
Deckt with the ruddy gue of her lone: 
1s faire Samela. 
Like louely T herrs on a calmed day, 
When as her brightnes Neptenes fancies moue. 
ſhines faire Samela. 
Her treſſes gold, her eyes like glaſſic ſtreames, 
Her tecth are pearle, the breſts are Iuoric: 
of faire Samela, | 
Her cheekes like Roſe and Lilly yeeld foorth gleames, 
Her browes bright archesfram'd of Ebonie, 
thus faire Samela 
Paſleth faire Yemer in her brighteſt hew, 
And /wno inthe ſhew of Maicſtic: 
for ſhe's Samela. 
Pallzs im wit, all three if you well view, 
For beauty, wit, and matchleſle dignitie;/ 
yeeld to Samela. 


Ike to Diana in her Sommer weede, 


FINTS. Ro. Greene. 


— 


C Wodenfiides 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


C Wodenfrides Song is praj/e of Amargana. 


Reuiues new pleaſures, the ſweet Socring 
Hath put to 1zht the Winter keene : 


To glad our louely Sommer Queene. 


Tk: Sunne the ſeaſon in each thin 


The pathes where Amargana treads, 

With flowrie tap'[tries Flora ſpreads. 

And Nature cleathes the ground in greene: 
To glad our louely Sommer Queene. 
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The Groaues put on their rich aray, 

With Hawthorne bloomes imbroydered gay, 
And ſweet perfum'd with Eglantine: 

To glad our louely Sommer Queene. 


Thefilent Riuer ſtayes his courſe, 

Whilſt playing on the chriſtall fourſe, þ, 
The filuer ſcaled fiſh are ſeene, 

To glad our louely Somuner Queene. 


The Woods at her faire ſight reioyces, 
Thelittle birds with their lowd voyces, 
Inconſort on the bryers beene, 
Togladour louely Sommer Queene. 


Thefleecie Flocks doo ſcud and 5kip, 

The vvood-Nimphs, Fawnes, and Satires trip, 
And dauncethe Mirdle trees betweene 2 
Toglad our louely Sommer Queene. 


Great Pan (our God) for her deere ſake, 
This feaſt and meeting bids ys make, 

Of Sheepheards, Lads, and Laſles ſheene: 
To glad our loucly Slicepheards __ 


2, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


And euery Swaine his chaunce dooth proue, 
To winne faire > Tar ganaes loue, 

In ſporting ſtrifes quite voide of ſpleene : 

To glad our louely Sommer Queene. 


All happines let Heauen herlend, 

Andall the Graces her attend. 

Thus bid me pray the Muſesnine, 

Long hue our louely Sommer Queene. FINTS. 


W. H, 


CE e Another of the ſame. 
Appy ' Sheepheards { ſitand ſee, 
H with 1oy, 


The peereleſſe wight : 
For whoſe ſake Par keepes from ye 
annoy, 
And gies delight. 
Bleſſing this pleaſant Spring, 
Her praiſes muſt I ſing. 
Liſt you Swaines, liſt tome: 


The whiles your Flocks feeding be. 
Firſt her brow a beauteous Globe, 


I deeme, 
And golden haires 
And her cheeke Awroraes roabe, Fu 
dooth ſeeme, 
Butfarre more faire. 
Her eyes like ſtarres are bright. 
And dazle with their light, 
Rubies her lips to ſee, 
 Burto caſt, Near they be. 


Orient pearles her teeth, her ſmile 
_ dooth linke 
the Graces three : 
Her white necke dooth eyes beguile 


to thinke.” 


it Tyorie. 


Alas 
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Alas her Lilly-hand, 

How it dooth me cofnmaund ? 
Softer filke none can be: 

And whiter milke none can ſee. 


{ircer wand is not ſo ſtraite, 
aS1s 


Her body (mall : 
But two pillers beare the wai ghe 
of this 
maieſtick Hall. 
Thoſe be I you aſlure, 
Of Alablaſter pure, 
Poliſh'd finein cach part : 
Ne're Nature yet ſhewed like Are. 


How ſhall I her pretty tread 
expreſle 


vvhen ſhe dooth walke ? 
Scarſe ſhe dooth the Primeroſe head 
 depreſle, 

or tender ſtalke 
Of blew-veind Violets, 
Whereon her foote ſhe ſets. 
Vertuous ſhe is, for we finde 
In body faire, beautcous minde. 


Livefaire Amargana ſtill 
| - -extold 
In all my rime: 
Hand want Art, when I want will 
tynfold 
her woorth diuine. 
But now my Muſe dooth reſt, 
Diſpaire closdin my breſt, 
Ofthe valour 1 ſing: 
Weake faith that no hope dooth bring, 
FINIS. W.H. 


fl. 3» 


ſ; 
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EC 41 excellent Paiteral/ Dutte. 


vnder the ſhaddow of an Aſhentree: 
With Lute in hand did paint out her vareſt, 
vato a Numph that bare her companie. 
No ſooner had ſhe tuned euery ſtring: 
But ſob'd and ſigh'd, and thus began to ſing, 


\ Careful! Nimph, with careleſle greefe oppreſt, 


Ladies and Nimphs, come liſten to my plaint, 
on whom. the cheeretull Sunne did neuer riſe: 
If pitties ſtroakes your tender breaſts may taint, 
come learne of me to wet your wanton eyes. 
For Loue in vaine the name of pleaſure beares : 
His ſweet delights are turned into feares. 


The truſtleſſe ſhewes, the frights, the feeble ioves, / 
| the freezing doubts,the guilefull promilcs : 
The feigned lookes, the ſhifts, the ſubtill coyes, 
the brittle hope, the ſtedfaſt heauines. | 
The wilhed warre in ſuch vncertaine peace? 
Thele with my woe,my woes with theſe increaſe. 


Thou dreadfull God, that in thy Motherslap, - .- 
doo'lt lye and heare the crie of my complaint, 
And ſeeſt, and ſmile(t at my ſore miſhap, 
that lacke but skill my forrowes heere to paint : 


Thy fre from heauen beforethe hurt T ſpide, 


Quite through mine eyes into my breſt d1d glide. ' 


My life was light, my blood did ſpirt and ſpring, 
my body quicke, my hart beganto leape: © 
And euery thornie thought did prick and (ling, 


the fruite of my defired toyes to reape. : -*: | / 


But he on whomtorhinke my foule ſill ryers: I 


In bale forſooke, and left me in the bryers. 


- 
Thus 
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Thus Fancie ſtrung my Lute to Layes of Loue, 
and Loue hath rock'd my wearie Muſe a-ſleepe: 
And ſleepe is broken by the m_ I proue, 


and cuery paine I fecle dooth force me weepe. 


And farewell weeping, I can waile no more. 


FINTS. Shep. Tome. 


Then farewell fancie, loue, ſleepe, paine, and ſore: 


— he 


C Phillidacs Lowe-call to her Coridon, and hi replying. 
Phil 'S Oridon, ariſe my (oridon, 


T ita» ſhineth cleare: 
Cor, Whois it that calleth /oridon, 
who is it that Theare? 
Thil. Philkda thy true-Loue calleth thee, 
ariſe then, ariſe then; 


ariſe and keepe thy flock with me : 
(*#. Philida my true-Lovue, is it ſhe ? 
I come then, I come then, 
I come and keepe my flock with thee. 


Phil. Heere are cherries ripe my Coridow, 
| cate them for my ſake : 
(r. Heere's my Oaten pipe my louely one; 
ſport for thee to make. 
Phil. Heere are threeds my true-Loue, fine as filke, 
to knit thee, to knit thee 
a paire.of ſtockings white as milke. 
(or. Heere are Reedes my true-Loue, fine and neate, ' 
to make thee, to make thee 
a Bonnet to with-ſtand the heate. 


Phil. Twill gather flowers my Coridaw V. 
to {ct in thy cap 


———_— 


ſ; 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Cor, I will gather Peares my louely one, 
to putin thy lap. | - 
Thil, I will buy my true-Loue Garters gay, 
tor Sundayes, for Sundayes, 
to weare about his legs ſo tall : 
Cor, I will buy my true-Loue yellow Say, 
for Sundayes, for Sundayes, 
to weare about her middle (mall. 


Phil. When my (rider ſits on a hill, 
making melodie : 
{or. When my louely one goes to her wheele 
k | ſinging cherlhe, 
Phil. Sure me thinks my true-Loue dooth excell 
for {weetnes, for {weetnes, 
our Pan that old Arcadian Knight : 
Cor. And methinks my true-Loue beares the bell 
for clearenes, for clearenes, 


beyond the Nimphs that be ſo bright. 


Phil. Had my Coriden, my Coridon, 
beene (alack) my Swaine : 
(or. Had my louely one, my louely one, 
beene in 74a plaine. 
Phil. Cinthia Endimion had refus'd, 
preferring, preferrin 
my { oriaon to play with-all : 
{or. The Queene of Loue had beene excus'd, 
bequeathing, bequeathing, 
my-Phudathe golden ball. 


Phil. Yonder comes my Mother, Coridon, 
whether thall I flie > 
Cor. Vnder yonder Beech my louely one, 
whilc ſhe paſleth by. | 
Say to her thy true-Loue wasnot heere, 
remember, remember; : | 
to morroyy is another daye , + - (1. 1 


Phit, 
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741, Doubt me not,my true-Loue,doo not feare, 
' farewell then, farewell then, 
heauen keepe our loucs alway. 


FINIS. Tonoto. 


C The Sheephearaj ſolace. 


Hebrs delights to view his Laurell tree,” 
» The Poplar leaſcth Hercules alone : 6 


Aha mother 1s and fautrixe to the Bee, 
Pall will weare the Ol:ue branch alone. : 
Of Sheepheards and their flocks Palesis Queene : 
And (eres ripes the Corne was lately greene. ; 
To Chlorss every flower belongs of right, 
The Drjade Niwphs of vvoods make chicte account : 
Oreages n hills haue their delight, 
Dane dooth proteR each bubling Fount. 
To Hebe louely killing is aſſign'd : 
To Zephire every gentle-breathing wind, 
But what is Loues delight ? To hurt each where 
He cares not whom, with Darts of deepe deſire : 
With watchfull iealouſie, with hope, with feare, 
Wrh nipping cold, and ſecret flames of fire. 
O happy houre, wherein I did forgoe : 
This little God, ſo greata caulc of woe. 


FINIS. | Tho, Was/on, 


_—_— 


C Syrenus Soxg ro Eugerius. 


Et now the goodly Spring-tide make vs merrie, 
And fields, which pleaſant flowers doo adorne : 


And Vales, Meades, Woods, with liuely colours flouriſh, 


Let plenteous flocks the Sheepheards riches nourilh, 
K. Let 


ſ; 
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Let hungry Woolues by dogges to death be torne, 
And Lambes retoyce, with paſled Winter weatie. 


| Let cuery Rivers Ferrie 
In waters flow, and frluer ſtreames : abounding, 
And tortune, ceaſeleſle woundine.. 
Turne now thy face, ſo cruell and vn{lable, 
Be firme hd fauourable. 
And thou that kill'{t our ſoules with thy pretences : 
Molelt not (wicked Loue) my inward fences. 


Let Country plainenes live in toyes not ended, 
In quiet of the deſert Meades and mountaines, 
And 1n the pleaſure of a Country dwelling 
Let Sheepheards reſt, that have diſtilled fountaines 


Of reares: prooue not thy wrath, all paines excellins 
Vpon poore ſoules, that never haue offended. 


Oo 


Let thy flames be incended 
In haughtie Courts, in thoſe that ſwim in treaſure, 
And liue in-eafe and pleaſure. 
And that a {iweeteſt ſcorne (my wonted ſadnes) 
A perfe&t reſt and gladnes 
And hills and Dales, may giue me: with offences 
Moleſt not (wicked Loue) my inward ences. 


In what law find'ſt thou, that the freeſt reaſon 
And wit, vnto thy chaines ſhould be ſubiced, 
And harmeleſle ſoules vnto thy cruell murdet ? 
O wicked Loue, the wretch that flieth furder 
From thy extreames, thou plagu'ſt. O falſe, ſuſpeed, 
And careleſle boy, that thus thy ſweets doolt ſeaſon, 


O vile and wicked treaſon. _ __ 
Might not thy might ſuffiſe thee, but thy fuell 

+ Offorce muſt be fo cruell 2 
To bea Lord, yet hkea T vrant minded 

Vaine boy with errour blinded. 
Why dooſt thou hure his life with thy offences : 
That yeclds to thee his ſoulc and inward fences? 


Hec 
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Heerres (alas) and foulely is deceaued 
That calls thee God, being a burning fire: 
A furious flame, a playning greete and clamorous, 
And Uewes ſonne (that in the earth was amorous, 
Genele, and mild, and full of ſweet defire) 
Who calleth him, 15 of his wits bereaued. 
And yet that the conceaued 
By proofe, ſo vile a ſonne and fo vnruly: 
I fay (and yet (ay truly) 
That in the cauſe of harmes, chat they haueframed, 
Both iuſtly may be blamed : 
She that did breede him with ſuch vile pretences, 
He that dooth hurt ſo much our inward (ences. 


The gentle Sheepe and Lambs are cuer flying 
The rauenous Woolues and beaſts, that are pretending 
To glut their mawes with fleſh they teare aſunder, 
The milke-white Doues at novſe of fearetull thunder 
Flie home a-maine, theinſclues from harme defendin T, 
The little Chick, when Puttocks are a crying, 
The Woods and Meadowes dying 
For raine of heauen (if that they cannot haucit) 
Doo neuer ceaſe to craue it. 
So cuery thing his contrary reliſtech, 
Onely thy thrall perfiſterh 
In ſuffering of thy wrongs without offences : 
And lets thee ſpoile his hazt and inward fences. 


\ 


4 


A publique paſſion, Natures lawes reſtrayning, 
And which with words can neuer be declared, 
A ſoule twixt loue, and feare, and deſperation, 
Andendleſſe plaint, that ſhuns all conſolation, 
A ſpendleſle flame, that never is impaired, 
A friendleſle death, yet life in death maintayning, 
A paſſion, that is gayning 
On him that loueth well, and 1s abſented, 
Whereby it is augmented. 
Aicalouſic, a burning grecfe and ſorrow, 


K. 2. Theſe 


ſ; 
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Theſe favours Lovers borrow 
Of thee fell Loue, theſe be thy recompences: 
Conſuming {Hl cheir ſoule and inward fences. 


FINTS. Bar, Yong. 


— 


C The *heepheard Arlileus rephe to Syrenus Sorg. 


Let that time a thouſand moneths endure, 
() Which brings from heauen the ſweet and filuer ſhowers, 
And ioyes the earth (of comtort late deprived) 
With grafle and leaves, fine buds, and painted flowers. 
Ecchoe, returne vnto the vvoods obſcure 
Ring foorth the Sheepheards Songs in Joue contriucd. 
Let old loues ber reuiued, 
Which angry Winter buried but of late, 
And that in ſuch a ſtate 
My ſoule may haue the full accompliſhment 
Of toy and ſweet content. 
And fince fierce paines and greefes thou dooſt controulc: 
Good Loue, doo not forlake my inward ſoule. 


Preſume not (Sheepheards) once to make you merrie, 
With ſprings, and flowers. or any pleaſant Song, 
(Valelle mild Loue polleſle your amorous breaſts) 
If you ſingnot to him, your Songs doo wearte, 
Crowne him with flowers; or elſe ye doo him wrong 
And conlecrate your Sprines to his beheſls. 
I tomy Sheepheardeſle 
Ny happy loues with great content doo ſ1ng, 
And flowers to her doo! bring, 
And titting neere her by the River ſide, 
Emiov the braue Spring-ride. 
Since then thy ioyes ſuch ſweernes dooth enroule : 
Good Loue, doo not torſake my inward foul. 


The 
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The wiſe (in auncient time) a God thee nam'd, 
Seein? that with thy power and ſupreame might, 
Thou didit ſuch rare and mighty wonders make : 
For thee a hart is frozen and cenflam'd, 
A foole thou mak'(t a wiſe man with thy light, 
The coward turnes couragious for thy ſake. 
The mighty Gods did quake 
At thy commaund: To birds and beaſts transformed, 
Great Monarches have not ſcorned 
Toyceld vnto the force of beauties lure: 
Such ſpoiles thou dooſt procure 
With thy brane force, which never may be tould : 
With which ({weet Loue) thou conquer'(t euery ſoule. 


In other times obſcurely I did ing 
But with a drowſie, baſe, and ſimple kinde 
Oflife, and onely to my profit bend me : 
' To thinke of Loue my elfe I did not giuc, 
Or for good grace, good parts; and gentle minde, 


Neuer did any Sheepheardeſlc commend me. 


Bur crowned noiv they ſend me 
A thouſand Garlands, that I wone with praiſe, 
| In wraſtling dayes by dayes, 
g of the barre with artne molt ſtrong, 
And ſinging many a Song, 


After that thou didſt honour, andtake hould 
Ot my (ſweet Loue) and of my happy ſoule. 


Inpitchin 


What greater ioy can any man deſire, 
Then to remaine a Captiue vnto Loue : 
And haue his hart ſubietedto his power? 
And though ſometimes fe faſt a little ſower 
By ſuffering it. as mild as gentle Doue | 
Yet muſthe be, in liew of that great hire 
Whereto he dooth afpire: 


If Lovers live afflicted and in paine, 
Let them with cauſe complaine 


Of cruell fortune, and of times abulc, 
K. 3. 
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And let not them accuſe | 
Thee(gentle-Louc) that dooth with bliſſe enfould 


Within thy {weetelt zoyes cach huing foule. ſ 


Bchold a faire (iveete face, and ſhining eyes, 
Reſembling two moſt bright and ewinkling ſtarres, 
Scading vnto the ſoulea perfett light : | | 
F Behold the rare perfetions of thoſe white 
And Iuorie hands, from greefes molt ſureſt barres 
That mind wherein all life and glory lyes, 
That toy that neuer dyes, 
T hat he dooth feele, that loues and is beloued, 
| And my delights approoucd, 
To ſec her pleas'd, whole loue maintaines me heere, 
All thoſc I count ſo deere, 
That though ſometimes Loue dooth my ioyes controule: 
| Yetaml glad he dwels within wy ſoule. 


FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


_—_— 
— 


_— 


— 


EC eAS beepheards dreame, 


Silly Sheepheard lately ſate 
among a flock of Sheepe : 


Where muſing long on this and that, 
at la{t he fell a ſleepe. 
 Andin the ſlumber as he lay, 
he gaue a pitteous groan 2: 
Hethought his ſheepe wererunne away, 
and he was left alone. 
He whoopt, he whillled, and hecall'd, 
but not a ſheepe came neere him: 
Which made the Sheepheard ſore appall'd, 
to ſce that none would heare him. 
But as the Swaine amazed {tood, 


in this moſt folemne yaine: 
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Came Philida foorth of the vvood, 


and ſtoode before the Swaine. 


Whom when the Sheepheard did behold, 


, he ſtraite began to weepe : 
And at the hart he grewa cold, 
to thinke vpon his ſheepe, 


For well he knew, where care the Queene, 

the Sheephealf durlt not ſtay : 
And where that he durlt not be ſcene, 

the ſheepe muſt needes away. 
To aske her if the ſaw his flock, 

might happen pacience mooue : 
And haue an aunſwere with a mock; 

that ſuch demaunders prooue. 
Yet for becauſe he ſaw her come 

alone out of the vvood : 
He thought he would not ſtand as dombe, 

vvhen ſpeach might doa him good. 


And therefore falling on his knees, 

to aske but for his ſheepe: 
He did awake, and ſo did leeſe 

the honour of his ſleepe. 


FINIS. N. Breton. 


PC EIE_ 


& T he Sheepheards Ode. 


Bloſlomes on the Hawthorne hong, 
Philomell (Night-Muſiques King,) 
Told the comming of the Spring :: 

Whoſe ſweete-filuer-ſounding-voyce, 

ng the -1 birds reioyce, 

Pping light from ſpray to ſpray, 
Til / 5, What" Ss day. F 
Scarſe might one ſee, when I mightſece 


(For ſuch chaunces ſudden be.) 


N Iphts were ſhort, and dayes were long, 


ſ, 
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By a We!! of Matble-{tone, 

A Sheephea d lying all a-lone. 

Weepc he did, and} [11s weeping 
Made the fading flowers ſpring, 
Daphmzs was his name lv ccne, 
Younzelt $;vaine of Sommers Queene. 
When Aurora law t'was he . 

Weepe the did for companie : 
Weepe the did for her {weet Soune, 

T hat(when antique I roy was wonne) 
Suffer'd death by luckleſle Fate, 
Whom ſhe now lamentg400 late : 
And each morning (by Cocks crewe) 
Showers downe her ſiluer dewe, 
Whoſe teares falling from their ſpring, 
Giue moiſture to each luing thing 
That on earth encreaſe and arow, 
Through pow er of their friendly foc. 
Whoſe eftet when Flora felt, 

Teares, that did her boſome melt, 
(For who can reliſt teares often, 

But ſhe whom no teares can ſoftgn 2 ) 
Peering (traite aboue the banks, 
Shew' d her (elte to give her thanks. 
Wondr ng thus at Natures worke 

( Wherein many meruailes lurke) ATE SD 108 
Methought I heard a dolefull noyle, 
' Conſorted with a mournfull v oYce, 

Drawing neere, to heare more plaine, 

Hearel did, vnto my paine, 

(For who is not pain _ heare 

Him in gricfe whom hart halds deere? ) 

Silly Swaine with oriefe ore-gone 

Thus to make his} pitteous mone. 

Louel did, alas the while. 

Louc I cid, but did beguile 

Mr deere Loue with loving ſo, 

Whom as then I did not know. 


% 


Loue 


[ ove I did the fayreſt boy 

That thele fields did ere enioy. 

[ ouc | did faire Ganmede, 

Uenu darling, beauties bed : 

Him I thought the faireſt creature, 
Himthe quinteſſence of Nature. 
But yet (alas) I was deceau'd, 

[Loue of reaſon is bereau'd.) 

For ſince then I ſaw a Laſle, 

Laſſe chat did in beauty paſle, 

Paſle faire Gammede as farre 

As Phebus dooth the (malleſt {tarre. 
Loue commaunded me to loue, 
Fancie bad me not remoue 

My affe&ion from the Swaine 
Whom 1 neuer could obtaine: 

(For who can obtaine chat fauour 
Which he cannot graunt the crauer ? ) 
Loue atlaſt (though loth} preuall'd, 
Loue that ſo my hart aflail'd, 
Wounding me with her faire eyes 
Ah how Loue can ſubtillize? 

And deuiſe a thouſand ſhifts 

How to worke men to his drifts. 
Herit is, for whom I mourne, 

Her, for whom my life I ſcorne. 
Her, for whom I weepe all day, 
Her, for whom I ſigh, and ſay 
Eyther ſhe, or elſe no creature 

Shall enioy my loue : whoſe feature 
Though I never can obtaine, 

Yet ſhall my true-loue remaine: 
Till (my body eurn'd to clay) 

My poore ſoule muſt paſle away, 
To theheauens; where 1 hope 

It ſhall finde areſtino ſcope. 

Then (ince Iloued thee alone, 
Remember me when I am gone. 


L. 
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Scarſe had he theſe laſt words ſpoken, 


But me thought his hart was broken, 
With great greefe that did abound, 
(Cares and greefe the hart confound.) 
In whoſe hart thus riu'd in three, 
Ehza written I might ſee 
In Caratters of crimſon blood, 
Whoſe meaning well 1 vnderltood. 
Which,tor my hart might not behold : 
I hicd me home my Shcepe to fold. 
FINIS. Rich. Barnefielde. 


L— 


C T he Sheepheards commendation of bus Nimph, 


Hat Sheepheard can expreſlc 
The fauour of her face ? 
Towhom in this diſtreſle 


I doo appeale for grace. 
A thouſand Cupid flye 
About her gentle eye. 


I 


From which each throwes a dart, 
That kindleth ſoft ſweet fire 1199 
Within my ſighing hart, rity; 
; Poſleſſed by Tere 
| Noſweeter hfel trie 
Then in her loue to die. 


| TheLilly in the field, 
| That gloctes in his white : 
For purenes now muſt yeeld 
And render vp his right. 
Heauen piQtur din her face, 
Dooth promiſe ioy and grace. 


Faire Cinthiaes ſilver light, 
That bcatcs on running ſtreames: 


Compares not with her white, 

Whoſe haires are all Sunne-beames. 
So bright my Nimph dooth ſhine 
As day vato my eyne. 


With this there is a red, 
Exceedes the Damaske-Roſe : 
Which in her cheekes 1s ſpred, 
Whence euery fauour growes. 
In Skie there is no ſtarre, 
But ſhe ſurmounes1it farre. 


When Phebus from the bed 
OfT hers dooth ariſe : 

The morning bluſhing red, 
Infaire Carnation wiſe : 


He ſhewes in my Nimphs face, 
As Queene of cuery grace. 


This pleaſant Lilly white, 

This taint of Roſeate red : 

This /athiaes filuer light, 

| This fweete faire Dea (pred, 

Theſe Sun-beames in mine eye, 
"Theſe beauties make me die. 


FINIS. : Farle of Oxenford. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Coridon ro hes Phillis. 


Las my hart, mine eye hath wronged thee, 
Preſumptuouseye, to gaze on 7 hills face : 
Whoſe heauenly eye no mortall man may ſee, 
But he muſt die, or purchaſe Phils grace. 


Poore Coridon, the Nimph whoſe eye dooth mooue thee : 


Dogthloue to diaw, but is not drawne to louc thee. 


aA 
S Ss 


Her 
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Her beautie, Natures pride, and Sheepheards praiſe, 
Her eye, the heauenly Planet of my bte : 
Her matchleſle wit and grace, her fame difplaics, 
As it that /oxe had made her for his wife. 
Onely her eyes ſhoote hierie darts to kill : 
Yetis her hart as cold as { aucaſe hull 
My wings too weake to flye againlt the Sunoe, 
Mine eves vnable to ſultaine her hgh : 
My hart dooth yeeld that I am quite vndone, 
T hus hath faire */ his (lane me with her fight. 
My bud 1s blaſted, withred is my leafe : 


And all my corne is rotted in the ſheafe. 
Philks, the golden fetter of my minde, 


My fancies Idoll, and my vitall power : 
Goddeſle of Nimphs, and honour of thy kinde, 
T his ages Phenix, beauties richeſt bower. 


Poore { oridon for loue of thee muſt die: 


Thy beauties thrall,and conqueſt of thine eye. 
Leave Coridon to plough the barren field, 


Thy buds of hope are blaſted with diſgrace 2 
For Thus lookes no harty loue doo yeeld, 
Nor can ſhe loue, for all her louely face. 
Die Cor140n, the ſpoile of Philly eye: 
She cannot louc, and therefore thou muſt die. 


FINTIS. S. E. Dyer. 


E& The Sbeepheards deſcription of Lowe, 
Melibers. Heepheard, what's Loue, I pray thee tell 
F anita, 


Ir is that Fountaive, and that Well, 
Where plcaſurc and repentance dwell. 
Itis m_ that ſauncing bell, | 
That toules all into heaven or hell, 


Andthusis Louc as1 heard tell. 


Aleh. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Mb. Yet what is LouesI pre-thee ay? 
Fax. Itis a worke on holy-day, 
It is December match'd with May, 
Whenluſtie-bloods in freſh aray, 
Heare ten moneths after of the play, 
And this 1s Loue, as I hearefay. 
AMeli, Yet what is Loue, good Sheepheard faine ? 
Fay. Itis a Sun-(thine mixt with raine, 
It is a tooth-ach, or like paine, 
It is a game where none dooth gaine, 
The Laſle ſaith no, and would full faine : 
And this is Loue, as I heare faine. 
Mel. Yet Sheepheard, what is Loue, I pray ? 
Fax, Itisayea, itisa nay, 
A pretty kind of ſporting fray, 
Itisa thing will ſoone away, 
Then Nimphs take vantage while ye may : 
And this is loue as I heare ſay. 
Melb. Yet what is loue, good Sheepheard ſhow ? 
Fav. Athing that creepes, it cannot goe, 
A prize that paſlcth too and fro, 
A thing for one, a thing for moe, 
And hethat prooues ſhall finde it ſoz 
And Sheepheard this is louc I troe. 


FINTS. Toneve. 


4 To hs Flocks. 


ede on my Flocks ſecurely, 

Your Sheepheard watcheth ſurely, 

Runne about my little Lambs, 

Skip and wanton with your Dammes, *© 

Your louing Heard with care will tend ye : 
Sport on faire flocks at pleaſure, 
Nip VeRaes flowring treaſure, : 
» Jo 


ſ, 
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I my (clfe will duely harke, 
When my watchfull dogge dooth barke, 
From Woolte and FoxcI will defend ye. 


FINTS. H. C. 


«4 A Romnaclay berweene two Sheepheards, 


r Shep. E1I me thou gentle Sheephcards Swaine, 
Who'ſe yonder in the Vale is ſet 


2, Shep. Ohitis the, whoſe ſweetes doo ſtaine, 
The Lilly, Roſe, the Violet. 
1, Shep. Why dooth the Sunne againſt his kind, 
Fixe his bright Chariot in the skies 2 
2, Shep. Becauſe the Sunne is ſtrooken blind, 
| With looking on her heauenly eyes. 


I. Shep. Why doo thy flocks forbeare their food, 
Which ſometime were thy chicfe delight ? 
2. Shep. Becauſe they necede no other good, 
That live in preſence of her {1ghe. 


1. Shep. Why looke theſe flowers ſo pale and ill, 
That once attir'd this goodly Heath ? 

2, Shep. She hath rob'd Nature of her $kill, 
And ſweetens all things with her breath. 


I. Shep, Why ſlide theſe brookes ſo ſlow away, 
Whoſe bubling murmur 9704s thine care ? 
. Shep. Oh meruaile not although they ſtay, 
When they her hcauenly voyce doo heare. 


1. Shep. From whence come all theſe Sheepheards Swaines, 
And louely Nimphsatrir'd in greene? 

. Shep. From gathering Garlands ou the Plaines, 
Tocroyne our faire the Sheepheards Queene. 


e» 
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Both, The Sunne that lights this world below. 
Flocks. flowers, and brookes will witneſſe beare: 
Theſe Nimphs and Sheepheards all doo know, 


That it is ſhe is onely faire. 


FINIS. Alich, Drayton. 


& The ſoltarie Sheephearas Song. 


O ſacred vvoods, ſweet fields, and riſing mountaines: 
O painted flowers, greene hearbs where # /ora treads, 
Refreſhtby wanton winds and watry fountaines. 


() Shadie Vales, © faire enriched Meades, 


O all you winged Queriſters of vyood, 
that pearcht aloft, your former paines report : 


 Andſtraite againe recount with pleaſant moode, 
your preſent ioyes.in ſweete and ſcemely ſort. 


Oallyou creatures whoſocuer thrive 
on mother earth, in Seas, by ayre, by fire : 
More bleſt are you then I hecre vnder Sunne, 
loue dies in me, when as he dooth reume 
Inyou, I periſh vnder beauties ire, 
where after ſtormes, winds,froſts, your life is wunne. 


FINIS. Thom. Lodge. 


& T he Sheepheards reſolution in lowe. 


And range the vyoods to finde a mortall pray, 
If Neptune from the Seas him-ſelfe remoue, 


And ſeeke on ſands with earthly wights to play: 
Then may Iloue my Sheepheardeſle by right; 


Who farre excells cach other mortall wight ? 


[: owe him-ſelfe be ſubie vnto Loue, 


It 


ſ; 
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If 7 «to could by Loue be drawne from hell, 

To v celd him-ſelfe a lilly virgins thrall, 

If Ph.z5:2 could vouchlafe on n earth to dwell, 

To winne aruftick Mayde vnto his call : 
Then how much more ſhould I adore the fi oht, 
Ot her in whom the heaucns them-ſelues delight ? 2 


If Country Pan might follow Nimphs in chaſe, 
And vet th rough loue remaine deuoide of blame, 
"arrres were excus'd for ſeeking grace, 
To 1oy the fruites of any mortall Dame: 
My Sheepheardefle, why ſhould not I loue ſtill 
On whom nor Gods nor men can gaze their fall 2 


FINIS, Tho. Watſen. 


C Coridons Hymne in pras/e of Amarlllis, 


Ould mine eyes were chriſtall Fountaines, 
V Where you might the ſhadow view 
Ot my greefes, hke to theſe mountaines 
S\ velling for the loſle of you. 
Cares which cureleſle are alas, - 
Helpleſte, hapleſle for they grow : 
Cares like tares in number paſſe, 
All the ſeedes thatloue dooth ſow. 
Who but could remember all 
Twinkling eves (Hll repreſenting ? 
Starres which picrce me to the gall, 
Caulſethey lend no more contenting, 
And you Netar-lips, alluring 
Humane ſence to taſt of heaven: 
For no Art of mans man 
Finer |i|ke hath euer weauen. 
Who but could remember this, 
T he lweete odours of your faucur 2 


ENGLAND'S HELICON, 


When 1 ſmeld I was in bliſle, 

Neuer felt I (weeter ſauour. 

And your harmeleſle hart annoynted, 
Asthe cuſtome was of Kings: 

Shewes yowſacred ſoule appoynted, 
Tobe prime of carthly things. 

Ending thus remember all, 

Cloathed in a mantle greene: 
Tisenough [ am your thrall, 

Leaue to thinke what eye hath ſcene. 
Yet the eye may not fo leaue, 

Though the thought doo ſhll repine : 
But muſt gaze till death bequeath, 
Eyes and thoughts vnto her ſhrine. 
Which if 2 Amari chaunce, 

Hearing to make haſt to ſee : 

Tolife death ſhe may aduaunce. 
Therefore eyes and thoughts goc free. 


FINTS. T. B. 


& The Sheepheard Carillo his Song. 


Guarda mi las Vaccas 
Carlllo, por tu fe, 
Beſa mi Primero, 


Yo te las guardare. 
PE. keepe my Kine for me 
__ Conllo, wiltthou? Tell. 
Firſt let me haue a kiſle of thee, 
And I will keepe them well. 


Ifto my charge or them to keepe, 


Thou dooſt commend thy Kine or —_ 


ſ 
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For thee I doo ſuffiſe 2 
Becavſe in this I haue beene bred, 
But for ſo much as I haue fcd 
By viewing thee, mine eves 
Commaund not me to keepe thy beaſt : 
Becauſe my ſclte I can keepe Icalt. 


How can I keepe, I pre-theetell, 
Thy Kic, my felfe that cannot well 
defend, nor pleaſe thy kinde 
As1long as I haueſerucd thee ? 
But if thou wilt giue vnto me 
a kiſle to pleaſe my minde : 
I aske no more for all my paine, 
And I will keepe them very faine. 


For thee, the gift is not ſo great 
That I doo aske, to keepe thy Neate, 
but vnto me it is 
A guerdon, that ſhall make me live. 
Diſdaine not then to lend, or giue 
ſo ſmall a gift as this, 
But if to it thou canlt not frame : 
Then gue meleaue to take the ſame, 


But if thou dooſt (my (weet) denie 
To recompence me by and by, 
thy promiſe ſhail relent me: 
Heere-after ſome reward to finde, 
Behold how I doo pleaſe my minde, 
and fauours doo content me, 
That though thou ſpeak'(t it but in icſt : 
I meane to take it at the belt. 


Behold how much love works in me; 

And how ill recompenc'd of thee 
that with the ſhadow of 

Thy happy fauours (though delay'd) 


Tchinke 


ENGLAND'S HELICON, 


[ thinke my ſelfe right well appay'd, 
although they prooue a ſcoffe. 
Then pitty me, that haue forgot: 
My fclte for thee, that carell not. 


O in extreame thou art molt faire, _ 
And in extrcame vniult deſpaire 
thy cruelty maintaines : 
O that thou wert ſo pitrifull 
Vato theſe torments that doo pull 
my ſoule with ſenceleſle paines, 
As thou ſhew'ſt in that face of thine : 
Where pitty and mild grace ſhould ſhine. 


If that chy faire and ſweeteſt face 
Allureth me both peace and grace, 
thy hard and cruell hart: 
Which in that white breaſt chou doo'ſt beare, 
Dooth make me tremble yet for feare 
thou wilt not end my 
In contraries of ſuch a kinde : 
Tell me what ſuccour ſhall 


mo 


If then young Sheepheardeſſe thou craue 
A Heards-man for thy beaſt to haue, 
with grace thou maiſt reſtore 
Thy Sheepheard from his barren loue, 
For neuer other ſhalt thou prooue, 
that ſcekeSto pleaſe thee more: 
And who to ſerue thy turne, will neuer ſhun, 


The nipping froſt, and beames of parching San. 
FINIS. Bar. Yong. 
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C Corins dreame of bis faire Chloris, 


Hat time bright T sta» in the Zenith (at, 
\V And equally the fixed poales did heate : 

When to my flock my daily woes [ chat, 

And vnderneath a broade Beech tooke my (cate. 
The dreaming God which AZorphers Poets call 
Augmenting fuell to my Actnaes fire, 
With ſleepe poſle{ling my weake (ences all, 
In apparitions makes my hopes aſpire. . 
Me thought I ſaw the Numph | would embrace, 
With armes abroade comming to me for helpe : 
A luſt-led Satire hauing her in ichace, 
Which after her about the fields did yelpe. 
Iſceing my Loue in ſuch perplexed plight, 
A fturdie bat from off an Oake 1 a 
And with the Rauiſher continued fight, 
Till breathlefſe I vpon the earth him left. 
Then when my coy Nimph ſaw her breathleſle foc, 
With kiſſes kind ſhe gratihes my paine : 
Proteſting rigour neuer moreto f gragh 
Happy was 1 [this good hap to obtaine. 
But drowfie ſlumbers flying to their Cell, 
My ſudden ioy conuerted was to bale: 
My wonted ſorrowes ſtill with me doo dw ell, 
I looked round about on hill and Dale: 
ButTI could neither my. faire Chloru view, 
Nor yet the Satire which yer-while I ſlew. 


&INIS. W.S. 


T he 
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CE The Sheepheard Damons paſſion. 


Ah Rocks, where are your roabes of moſle ? 


Ah Flocks, why {tand you all agaſt ? 
Trees, Rocks,and Flocks,what,are ye penliuc for my loſle 2 


A H trees, why fall your leaues ſo faſt 2 


The birds me thinks tune naught but moane, 
The winds breath naught but bitter plaint : 


The bealts forſake their dennes to oroane, 
Birds,winds,and beaſts, what,dooth my loſle your powers attaint? 


—___ 


Floods weepe their ſprings aboue their bounds, 


And Eccho wailes to ſce my woe : | 
The roabe of ruthe dooth cloath the grounds, | 
Floods, Eccho, grounds, why doo ye all theſe teares beſtow ? 


The trees, the Rocks and Flocks replie, 
Thebirds, the winds, the bealts report : 


Floods, Eccho, grounds for ſorrow crie, 
We A Phullss mill kinde Damons loue conſort. 


FIMNIS. Thom. Loage. 


E T he Sheepheard Muſidorus hs complaint. : 
'S Ome Sheepheards weedes, become your Maiſters minde, 


Yeeld outward ſhew, what inward change he tries : 

Nor be abalh'd, finceſuch a guelt you finde, 

Whoſe ſtrongeſt hope 1n your weake co mtort lies. 
Come Sheepheards weedes, attend my wotull cries, 
Diſuſe your ſelues from ſweete Menalcas voyce: 


For other be thoſe tunes which ſorrow ties, 
NM. 3. From 


ſ; 
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From thoſe cleare notes which freely may reioyce. 
Then poure outtplaints,and in one word ſay this : 
Helpletle lus plaint, who ſpoiles him ſelfe of bliſle . 


FINIS. S. Phil. Sidney. 


& The Sheepheards braule, one halfe aunſwering the other, 


E loue, and haue our loues rewarded ? 
V We loue, and are no whit regarded. 
Wefhnde molt (iweet affeQtions ſnare : 
That {weete bur ſower diſpaircfull care. 
Who can diſpaire, whom hope dooth beare ? 
And who can hope, that feeles diſpaire? 
All. As without breath no pipe dooth moue : 


No Muſique kindly without loue. 
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FINIS. $.T hil. Sidney. 
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© Dorus his compariſons. 
M: Sheepeare thoughts, which I both uo and (crue, 


Their paſture is faire hills of fruitlefle loue : 
On barren ſweetes they feede, and feeding ſterue, 
I waile their lot, but will not other prove. 
My ſheepe-hooke is wanne hope. which allpholds : 
My weedes, deſires, cut out inendlefle folds. 
What wooll my Sheepe ſhall beare,while thus they luez 
Inyount is, you mult the tudgement giuc. 


FINIS. S. Phil. Sidrty. 
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C& The 
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& The $ heepheard Fauſtus his Song, 


A faire Mayde wed toprying Iealouſie, 
One cf the fatre$t as ener I did ſee 
If that thou wilt aſecret Louer take, 


(Sweet life) doe not my ſecret loue forſake. 
Cclipſed was our Sunne, 
F And faire Awrora darkened to vs quite, 
Our morning ſtarre was doone, 
And Sheepheards ſtarre loſt cleane out of our (ighr, 
When that thou didit thy faithin wedlock plight. 
Dame Nature made thee faire, 
Andill did careleſſe Fortune marry thee, 
And pitty with deſpaire | 
It was, that this thy hapleſſe hap ſhould be, 
. A faxre Mayde wedto prong lealonfie. 


Our eyes are not ſo bold 
To view the Sun, that flies with radiantwing; 
Valeſle that we doo hold \ 
A ghſſc before them, or ſome other thing. 
Then wiſely this to paſle did Fortune bring 
Tocouer thee with ſuch a vaile: 
For heeretofore, when any viewed thee, 
Thy ſizht made his tofaile; * 
For (ſooth) thou art : thy beautie telleth mee, 
One of the fatreFt as exer / 41d ſee. 


Thy races to obſcure, 
With ſuch a froward husband, and fo bafe 

She meant thereby moſt ſure 
That {pids force, and loue thou ſhould'ſt embrace, 
For 'tis a force to loue. no wondrous calc. 


Then careno more for kin, 


And doubt no more; for feare thou mull forſake, j 
0 


I 
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To louethou mult begin, 
And trom hence-forth this queſtion never make, 
17 that thou ſhowld'i a ſecret Lower take ? 


Of force it dooth bchoove 
That chou thould'(t be belou'd, and that againe 
(Faire Miſtreſle) thou ſhould'(t loue, 
For to what end, what purpoſe, and what gaine, 
Should ſuch perteCtions ſcrue ? as now in vaine 
My loue is of ſuch art, 
That (of it (elfe) it well deſerues to take 
In thy ſweete loue a part : 
; Then tor no Sheepheard,thathis loue dooth make, 
(Sweet hfe ) doo not my ſecret lowe forſake. 


FINTIS. Bar. Tong. 


C e Another of the ſame, by Firmius the Sheepheard, 


| F chat the gentle winde 


dooth mooue the leaues with pleaſant ſound, 
If that the Kid behind 
Is left, that cannot find 

her dam, runnes bleating vp and downe: 


The Bagpipe, Reede, or Flute, 


onely with ayre if that they touched be, 
With pitty all ſalute, 


And full of loue doo brute 
thy name, and ſound Diana, ſeeing thee : 
A faire Mayade wed to prying lealonjie. 


The fierce and ſauage beaſts 

(beyond their kind and nature yet) 
With pitteous voyce and bref, 
In mounaines withoutrelt 


the (clte fame Song doo not forget. 


It 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


fthat the ſay'd at (Faire ) 
It that they and had not paſled to prying [caloxfie : 


With plaints of ſuch deſpaire 

As moou'd the gentle ayre 
to teares : The Song that they did ſing, ſhould be 
One of the fayreit az ener ] aid ſee. 


Miſhap, and fortunes play, 
111 did ehiey place in Beauties breſl : 
For ſince ſo much to ſay, 
There was of beauties ſway, 
they had done well to leaue the reſt. 
They had enough to doo, 
if in her praiſe their wits they did awake : 
But yet ſo mult they too, 
Audall thy loue that woo, 
thee not too coy, nor too too proude to make, 
If that thou witt a ſecret Lomer take. 


Forif thou hadſt but knowne 
the beauty, that they heere doo touch, 
Thou woul'd(t chen louc alone 
Thy ſelte, nor any one, | 
onely thy ſelfe accounting much. 
But if thou doo'ſt conceauc ; 
this beauty, that I will not publique make, 
And mean'ſt not eo bereaue 
The world of it, but leaue 
'  theſametoſome (which never peere didtake,) 
(Sweet hfe ) doo not my ſecret lone forſake. 


FINTS. Bar, Tong. 


N. C Damclus 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
C Datmelus Song to his Diaphenia. 


Iaphemalike the Daftadown-dillie, 
'Þ Whate as the Sunne, faire as the Lillie, 
heigh hoe, how I doo loue thee ? 
I doo loue thee 8 my Lambs 


Are bcloucd of their Dams, 
how bleft were I if thou would'lt prooue me ? 


Dirphenia like the ſpreading Roſes, 
T hat in thy fivectes all ſweetes incloſes, 
faire {weete how I doo loue thee 2 
] doo loue thee as each flower, 
Loues the Sunnes life-2ju1ng power, 


tor dead, thy breath to life might mooue me. 


Diaphema like to all things bleſſed, 
When all thy praiſes are exprelled, 


deare lov, how I doo loue thee? 
As the birds doo loue the Spring : 


Or the Bees their carefull King, 
then in requite, lweet Virgin loue me 


FINIS. H. (. 


Hen Flora proud im pompe of all her flowers 


4 The 5heepheard Eurymachus to hs faire Sheepheardeſſe 
fate bright and gay : 
And oloried in the dewe of / x45 ll 10WEeTrs, 


Minnuda. 
and did diſplay 


Her mantle cheequer'd all wich gaudie greene, 
Thenl 
alone 
A moumnfull man in Erucne was ſcene, 


With 


With folded armes I trampled through the graſle, 
Tracing as he 
That held the throane of Fortune brittle g)afle, 
And loue to be 
Like Fortune fleeting, as the reſtleſle wind 
Mixed 
with miſts 
Whoſe dampe dooth make the cleareſt cyes grow blind, 


Thus in a maze, I ſpied a hideous flame, 
I cat my ſigh, 

And lawe where blithely bathing; in the ſame 
With great dehoht 

A worme did lie, wraptin a ſmoakie {weate: 
And yet 

ewas ſtrange, 
It careleſſe lay, and ſhrunk not at tl;c heate. 


I ſtoode amaz'd, and wondring at the ſight, 
while that a dame, * 

That ſhone like to che heauens rich ſparkling light, 
Diſcourſt the ſame, 

And laid, My friend,this worme within the fue 3 
Which lyes 

content, 
Is Venu worme, and repreſents deſire. 


A Salamander is this princely beaſt, 
Deck'd with a crowne, 
Given him by (3 pid as a gorgeous creat, 
Gainſt Fortunes frowne, 
Content he lyes, and bathes hun in the flame, 
And goes 
not foorth, 
For why, he cannot liuc without the ſame. 


As he, ſo Lovers live within the fire 
Ot feruenc loue : 


N. 2, 
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And ſhnnke not from the flame of hote deſire, 
Nor will not moue 


From any heate that I ex torce imparts: 
But he 
content, 
Within a fre, and waltc away ther harts, 


V p [lewe the Dame, and vaniſh'd in a cloud, 
But thereſtoodel, 

And many thouglts within my mind did (hroud 
My loue : for why 


: 
, 
- 
| 
; 
I 
« 
; 
| 
; 
, 
, 
4 
: 


I felt within my hart a ſcorching fre, D 
And vet Bi 
as d1d 
The Salamander, twas my whole delire. L 
FINS. * Ro. Greene. 
Do = | ——_— | r 
CT he heepheard Firmius hs Sovg. ] 


Heephecards give eare, and now be lil | | 

Vnto my pal ons, and then caule, 
and what they be: 

Since that with ſuch an carneſt will, 

Andtuch great ſignes of triendſhips lawes, 

you ace it me. 


Jt isnot long ſince I was whole, 
Nor ſince] did in cuery part 
free-wall reſigne: 
Itisnot long ſincein my fole H. 
Poſicſlion, I did know my hart, 


and to be mine. 


| 


Ir is notlong, ſinte even and morrovy, 
All pleaſure that my hart could tinde, 
was 11 ITy power: ox ba cho ds 


Te 


Iris not long, ſince greete and forrow, 


My long hart began fo binde, 
and co deuoure, 


Itisnot lono, Iince compante 
] did etteeme a 10y indeede 
{tl ro frequent : 
Noflon?, ſince folitarthe 
11y'd, and that this ite did breede 
my (ole content. 


Delirous I (wretched) to ſee, 
Butthinking not to ſee ſo much 
as then I ſawe : 
Loue made me know in what degree, 
His yalour and braue force did touch 
me with his lawe. 


' Fiſthedid put no morenorleſle 
Into my hart, then he did view 
that there did want: 
But when my breaſt in ſuch exceſle 
Otlively flames to burne I knew, 
then were ſo ſcant 


Myoves, that now did ſo abate, 

(My ſelfe eſtraunged euery way 
from former reſt: ) 

ThatT did knovw, that my ellate, 

And that my life was euery day, 
in deaths arreſt. 


Iputmy handinto my fide, 

To ſee what was the cauſe of this 
vnwonted vaine: 

Where I did finde, that torments hied 

By endlelle death to preiudice 
my life with paine. 

N. 3. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Becauſe 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Becauſe I ſawe that there did wane 
Ny kart, wherein I did delight, 
my dearel! hart : 
Andhe that did the fame ſupplant, 
No w:inſdicton had of nghe 
to play that part. 


The Tudge and Robber, that remaine 

Within my ſoule, their cauſe to trie, 
arc there all one: _ 

And fo the giuer of the paine, 

And he that 15 condemn'd to die 


| or 1, or none. 


To die I care not any war, 

Though without why,to die I greeue, 
as I doo fee * 

Bur for becauſc I heard her ſay, 

None dic tor lone, for I belecue 
none ſuch there be. 


Then this thou ſhalt beleeve by me 
'T oo late, and wichout remiedic 


as did in briefe : 
Anaxarete, and thou ſhalt ſee, 


The little ſhe did fatishe | 


with after oricfe. 


FINIS. Bar. Yong. 


EC The Sheepheard: praiſe of his ſacred Diana. 


Rayſed be Dianaes faire and harmelefle light, 
Praifcd be the dewes, where-with ſhe moiſts the ground : 
Praiſcd be her beames, the glory of the might, 

Prais'd be her power, by which all powers abound. 


: Prais'd 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Priigd be her Nimphs, with whom ſhe decks the vyoods, 


Prais'd be her Knr1ghts, in whom true honour lives : 
Prais'd be that force, by which ſhe mooues the floods, 
Let that Diana iluine which all theſe v10es. 


In heauen Queene ſhe is among the Spheares, 
Ce Milkrefle-hke makes all things tobepure: 
Eternity in her oft change ſhe beares, 

She beauty 18,by her the faire endure. 


Time weares her not,ſhe dooth his Chariot guide, 


Mortality below her Orbe 15 plaſt : 
By her the vertue of the {tarres downe ſlide. 
In her is vertues perfe& Image caſt. 


A knowledge pureit is her wootth to know : 
With Circes let them dwell, that thinks not f: 


FINTS. 


On |» wmwen— wn 


& T be Sheepheards dumpe. 


Where dreadfull beaſts,where hatcfult horror raigneth, 
Such is my wounded hart, whom ſorrow paineth, 


Ki deſart Woods, with darkſome ſhades obſcured, 
The Trees are fatall ſhafts, to death inured, 


That cruel! loue within my hart maintaineth, 
To whet my greefe, when as my ſorrow waineth, 


The ohaſtly beaſts, my thoughts in cares aſſured, 
Which wadge me warre, whilſt hart no ſuccour gaineth, 


With falſe ſuſpett, and feare that (Ull remaineth. 


Thehorrors, burning ſighs, by cares procured, 


Which toorth I ſend, whillt weeping eve complaineth, 
To coole the heate the helplefle hart containeth. 


But 


ſ 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


But ſhafts, but cares, ſizhs, horrors vnrecured, 
Were nought eſteem! d,it fortheir paines avardeds 
Your Sheeph icards loue might be by you regarded. 


FINTS. S. E. D. 


a 


C The \ wph Dianaes Song, 


Hen that I pooreſoule was borne, 

| was borne vnfortunate : 
Pretently the Fates had ſworne, 

To fore-tell my haplefle (tate. 


T itan his faire beames did hide, 
Phobe*chps'd her filuer Ight : 

In my birth my Mother died, 
Young and faire in heauie phgh- 


And the Nurſe that gaue me ſuck, 
Hapleſle was 1 all her life : 

And Lacuer had good luck, 
Being mayde or married wife. 


Tlou'd well, and was belou'd, 
Anand forgetting, was forgot : 
This a haplefle marriage mou'd, 
Grecuing that it kills me not, 


With the earth would I were wed, 
Then in ſuch a graue of woes 


Dayhe to be buned, 
Which no end nor number knowes, 


Young my Father married me, 
Forc' d by my obedience: 
Syrenma, thy faith, and thee 

I torgot withour offence. 


Whach 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Which contempt I pay ſo farre, © 
Neuer like was paid ſo much : 
lcalouſies doo make me warre, 
But without a cauſe of ſuch. 


] doo goe with icalous eyes, 
To my folds, and to my Sheepe : 
And with icalouſie I riſe, 


When the day begins to peepe. 


Athis table I doo cate, 
In his bed with him I lie : 
But I take no reſt, nor meate, 


Without cruell icalouſie. 


If I aske him what he ayles, ; 
And whereofhe icalous is ? 

In his aunſwere then he failes, 

Nothing can he ſay to this. 


In his face thereis no cheere, 
But he cuer hangs the head 2: 
In each corner he dooth peere, 


And his ſpeech is fad and dead. 


Ill the poore ſoule lives ywis : 
That ſo hardly marricd is. 


FINTS. Bar. Tong. 


C Rowlands CHaargal. 
Fx Louereſt thee heere, 


Neuer yet was morne ſo cleere, 
Sweete be not vnkinde, 
Let me thy fauour finde, 


Orelſe for loue I S 


Harke 


ſ\ 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Harke this pretty bubling ſpring, 
How it makes the Meadowes ring, 
Louc now ſtand my friend, 
Heere lct all ſorrow end, 
And | will honour thee. 
See where little Cupid yes, 
Looking babies in her eyes. 
Cupid helpe me now, 
Lend to me thy bowe, 
to wound her that wounded me. 
Heere 15 none to ſce or tell, 
All our flocks are feeding by, 
This banke with Roſes (pred, 
Ohitis a dainty bed, 
fit for my Louc and me. 


Harke the birds in yonder Groaue, 
How they chaunt vnto my Lou, 
Love be kind to me, 
As I hauc beene to thee, 
for thou haſt wonne my hart. 
Calme windes blow you faire, 
Rock her thou ſweete gentle ayre, 
O the morne is noone, 
The cuening comes too ſoone, 
to part my Loue and me. . 
The Roſes and thy lips doo meete, 
Oh that hfe were halte ſo ſweete, 
Who would reſpett his breath, 
Thatmight dic ſuch a death, 
oh that life thus might die. 
All the buſhes that be neere, 
With ſweet Nightingales beſet, 
Huſh ſveete and be {hll, 
Let them ſing their fill, 
there's none our ioyes tolet, 


Sunne 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Sunne why doo'ſt thou goelo faſt 2 

Oh why doo'ſt thou make ſuch haſt 2 

[tis too early yet, 

So ſoone from ioyes to flit, 

why art thou ſo vnkind? 

Scemy little Lambkins runne, 

Looke on them till I haue done, 

Haſt not on the night, 

Torob me of her (i ht, 

that fue bur by her eyes. 
Alas,ſweet Loue,we mult depart, 
Harke, my dogge begins to barke, 
Some bodie's comming neere, 
They thall not finde vs heere, 
 _ forfeareof being chid. 
Take my Garland and my Gloue, 
Weare it for my ſake my Loue, 
To morrow on the greene, 
Thou thalt be our Sheepheards Queene, 
crowned with Roſcs gay. 


FINIS. CAMeich, Drayton. 


C Alanius the Sheepheard, bis dolefull Song, complayning 
of ; "rn cruelte. 


O more (6 cruell Nimph,) now haſt thou prayed 
Enoughin thy reuenge, prooue not thine ire 
On him that yeelds, the Fwle 1snow appayed 
Vanto my coſt : Now mollifie thy dire 
Hardnes, and breſt of thine ſo much obdured : 
And now raiſe vp (though latcly it hath erred,) 
A poore repenting ſoul, that in the obſcured 
Darknes of thy obluion lycs entered. 
For it falls not in that, that ſhould commend thee : 


That ſuch a Swaine as I may once offcnd thee. 
Q. 2. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


If that the litt]e Sheepe with ſpeedeis flying 
From angry Sheepheard (with his words atrayed) 
And runneth here and there with fearctull crying, 
And with great griefc is from the flock eſtrayed : 
But when 1t now perceiues that none doth follow, 
And all alone, fo farre eſtraying. mourneth, 
knowing what danger it1s1n, with hollow 
And fainting bleates, then fearcfull it returneth 
Vnto the flock, meaning no more toleaue it : 


Should it not be aiuſt ching to receaue it ? p 


L ift vp thoſe eyes (//-enia) which ſo ſtately 

To view me, thou haſt lifted vp before me, 

That liberty, which was mine owne but lately, 

Grue me againe, and to the ſame reſtore me : 

And that mild hart, ſo full of loue and pittie, 

Which thou didſt yeeld to me, and euer owe me; 

Behold (my Nimph) I was not then ſo wittie 

To know that ſincere loue that thou did{t ſhew me : 
Now wofull man, full well I know and rue it, 
Although it was too late before I knew it. 


How could it be (my enemie ?) ſay, tell me, 
How thou (in greater fault and errour bein 
Then cuer I was thought) ſhould'ſt thus repell me 2 
And with new league and cruell title ſecing 
Thy faith ſo pure and worthy to be changed? 
And what is that 1/meria, that dooth bind it 
To loue, whereas the ſame is moſt eſtranged, 
And where it is impollible to finde it ? 
But pardon me, if heerein I abuſe thee : 
Since that the cauſe thou gau'ſt me dooth excuſe me. 


But te]l me now, what honour haſt thou gayned, 
Auenging ſuch a fault by thee commitred, 

And there-vnto by thy occaſion trayned ? 

What haue I done, that I] haue not acquitted? 
Or what cxcelle that is not amply payed, 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Or ſuffer more, that I haue not endured ? 
What cruell minde, what angry brealt diſplayed, 
With ſauage hart, to fiercenes ſo adiured ? 


Would not ſuch mortall "_ make milde and tender : 
Butthat, which my fell Sheepheardefle dooth render ? 


Now asI haue perceaued well thy reaſons, 
Which thou haſt had, or haſt yet to forget me, 
The paines, the griefes, the guilts of forced treaſons, 
That I have done, wherein thou firſt didſi ſet me : 
The paſlions, and thine cares and eyes refuſing 
To peare and ſee me, meaning to vndoc me : 
Cam'ſt thou to know, or be but once peruſing 
Th'vnſought occaſions, which thou gau'ſt vnro me : 
Thou ſhould'ſt not haue where-with to more torment me : 


Nor I to pay the fault my raſhnes lent me. 
FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


C Montana the Sheepheard, hu loue to Aminta. 


Serue Aminta, whiter then the ſnowe, 
Straighter then Cedar, brighter then the glaſle: 
More fine in trip, then foote of running foe, 
More pleaſant then the fietd of lowring graſle. 
More gladſome to my withering ioyes that fade : 
Then Winters Sunne,or Sommers cooling ſhade. 


Sweeter then ſwelling Grape of ripeſt vvine, 
Softer then feathers of the faireſt Swan : 
Smoother then Ter, more ſtately then the Pine, 
Frelher then Poplar, ſmaller then my ſpan. 
Clearer then Phabus fierie pointed beame: 
Or Iciecruſt of Chriſtalls trozen {tzeame. 
# O. 3. Yet 


ſ 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Yet is ſhe curſter then the Beare by kind, : 
And harder harted then the aged Oake : 
More glib then Oyle, morc fickle then the wind, 
Morte thifte then ftecle,no ſooner bent but broake. 
Loe thus my {cruice is a laſting ſore : 
Yet will I (erue, although I dic therefore. 


FINIS. Shep. Tome. 


——— 


C The Sheepheards ſorrow for hu Phabes a;/daine. 
() H Woods vnto your walks my body hues, 


To looſe the traytcrous bonds of tyring Loue, 
Where trees, where hearbs, where flowers, 
Their natiue moiſturc povures 
From foorth cheir tender (talkes,to helpe mine eyes, 
Yet their vnited teares may nothing moue. 


When I behold the faire adorned tree, 
Which lightrings force and Winters froſt reſiſts, 
Then Daphne- 1ll betide, 
And Phebus lawlelle pride 
Enforce me ſay, euen ſuch my forrowes be : 
For ſelfe diſdaine in 7 hbes hart conliſts, 


If I behold the flowers by morning teares 
Looke louely ſweete: Ah then forlome I crie 
Sweete ſhowers for Aſemmonthed, 
All flowers by youarefed. 
Whereas my pittious plaint that ſtil appeares, 
Yeelds vigor to her ſcornes, and makes me die. 


When T regard the pretty glee-full bird, 
With ccare-tull (yet delightful) notes complaine : 
] yeeld a terror with my teares. 


And whilc her muſique wounds mine cares, 2 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Alas ſay I, when will my notes afford | 
Such like remorce, who (hill bewcepe my paine? 


When I bchold vpon the leafe-leſſe bow 
The hapleſle bird lament her Loues depart : 
I draw her biding nigh, 
And ſitting downe I figh, 
And fighing ſay : Alas, that birds auow 
Alctled faith, yet Phebe\cornes my (mart, 


Thus wearie in my walke, and wofull too, 
ſpend the day, fore-ſpent with daily greefe : 
Each obicR of diſtreſle 
My ſorrow dooth exprelle. 
] doate on that which dooth my hart vndoo : 
And honour her that ſcornes to yeeldrelecte. 


FINTS. Iqnate. 


E Eſpiſus a»4 Therion, their contention in Song for the 
CMay-Ladre. 


Epub. Tri vp my voyce, a higher note yeeld, 


To high conceite,the Song muſt needesneede be hie: 

More high then ſtarres, more firme then flintie field 

Are all my thoughts, in which I live and die. 
Sweeteſoule to whom I vowed am a ſlaue : 


Let not wild yvoods ſo great a treaſure haue. 
- 


Therion, The higheſt note comes oft from baſeſt mind 
As ſhallow Brookes doo yecld the greateſt ſo 
Secke other thoughts thy life or death to find, 
Thy (tarres be falne, plowed is thy flinty groand. 
Sweet ſoule, let not awretch that ſeructh Sheepe, 
Among his Flock ſo ſweete a trealure &cepe. 
E 


Flue, 


ſ 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Efily. Two thouſand Sheepe I haue as white as milke, 
Though not ſo white as is thy louely face : 
The paſture rich, the wooll as ſoft as (itke, 

All chis | gue, let me poſleſle thy grace. 


But (Hl! take heede, leaſt thou thy (elfe ſubmit x 


To one that hathno wealth, and wants his wit. © 


T herion. Two thouſand Deefe in wildeſt vvoods I haue, 
Them can take, but you I cannothold 
He is not poore who can his freedome ſaue, 
Bound but to you, no wealth but you I would. 
But takethis beaſt, if beaſts you feare to miſle : 
For of his beaſts the greateſt bealt he is. 


Both kneeling to her Maieſtie. 
Fiilu. Judge you, to whom all beauties force is lent : 
Therion. ludge you of loue, to whom all loue is bent. 


Thu Song was ſung before the prone? mo? ex« 
ar 


cellent Maeftie gn Wanted G 
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tention betweene a Forreſter and a Sheepheard for 


the May-Laaie. 
FINS. S. Phil. Sidney. 
C Olde Mclibeus Song, comrting bis Noumph. 


Slaine by a Boare which he had chaſed, 
Left off her teares, and me embraced, 
She kilt me {weete, and call'd me new-Loue. 
With my filuer haire ſhe toyed, 
Io my ftayed lookes ſhe ioyed. 
Boyes (lhe ſayd) breede beauties ſorrow : 
Olde men cheere it cuen and morrow. 


Sho Queenelong ijting for her true-Louc, 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


My face ſhe nam'd the ſeate of fauour, 
All my defe&ts her tongue defended, 
My ſhape ſhe prais'd, but moſt commended. 
My breath more (weete then Balme in ſauour. 
Be old man with me delighted, 
Loue for louc ſhall berequired. 
With her toyes at laſt ſhe wone me 2 
Now lhe coyes that hath vndone me. 


FINTS. CAM, F GC. 


C T he Sheepheard Syluanus h:s $ Ong. 


Y life (young Sheepheardeſle) for thee 
Otncedes to death muſt poſt : 


But yet my greefe mult ſtay with me, 
After my life is loſt. 


The greeuous ill, by Death that curedis, 
Continually hath remedy at hand: 


But not that torment that is like to this, | 
That in flow time, and Fortunes meanes dooth ſtand. 


Andifthis ſorrow cannot be 
Ended with life (at moſt: ) 


What then dooth this thing profit me, 


A ſorrow wonne or lo{t? 


Yet all is one to me, as now I tric 
a flattering hope,or that that had not been yet: 


Forifto day for want of it I dic, 
Next day I doono lefle for hauing ſeene it. 


Faine would I die, to end and free 
Thus greete, that __ moſt: 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


If that it might be loſt with me, 
Or die when lite 1s loſt. 


FINTIS, Bar. Tong. 


C' Coridons Sore. 


hergh hoe bonny- L alle, 
Sate Geling on the tender oraſle, 
FAY 7 weeping layd: will none come woo me ? 
A ſinicker Boy, a hther Swaine, 
heigh hoe a {micker Swaine: 
That in his loue was wanton faine, 
with ſimihng lookes (traite came vnto her. 


\ Blithe and bonny Country- Laſſe, 


When as the wanton Wench efpied, 
heigh hoe when lhe eſpied, 
The meanes to make her ſ{clfe a Bride, 
ſhe ſimpred ſmooth like bonnie-bell : 
The Swaine that ſawe her ſquint-cyed kinde, 
heigh hoe ſquint-ey od kinde, 
His armes about her body twin'd 
and ſayd, Faire Laſſe, how fare ye, well ? 


The Country-Kit ſayd, well forſooth, 
heigh Las well forſooth, ! 
But that I haue a longing rooth, 
a longing t tooth that makes me crie : 
Alas (ſaid he) what garres thy greefe, 
heigh hoe w hats Caries thy orceſc ? 2 
A wound ( (quoth the) without! relcete, 
I teare a mayde that I (all die. 


If that be all, the Sheepheard ſayd, , 
heigh hog the Sheepheard layd, 
Ve 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Jle make thee wine it gentle Mayde, 

and ſo recure thy maladie : 
Heercon they kiſt with many an oath, 

heigh hoe many an oath, 
And fore God Pan did plight their troath, 

ſo to the Church apace they hie, 


And God fend euery pretty peate, 


heigh hoe the pretty peate, 
That feares to die of this conceite, 

ſo kindafriend to helpe at laſt: 
Then Maydes ſhall neuer long againe, 

heigh hoe to long againe, 
When they finde eaſe for ſuch a paine, 

thus my Roundelay 1s palt. 


FINIS. Thom Lodee. 


4 The Sheepheard; Sonnet. 


Y faire Ganimede d/daine me not, 
Though ſilte Sheepheard /, preſume to loge thee, 


T hough my harſh Songs and Sonnets cannot moone thee : 
Yet to thy beauty 1s my lone no blot: 
Apollo, Jouc, ara meny Goas beſide 
S'dan'd not the name of Conntry Sheepheards Swaines, 
Nor want we pleaſures, though we take ſome pames, 
We hue contentedly : A thing call d pride 
Which ſo corrupts the Court and enery place, 
(Each place I meane where learning tr negletted, 
And yet of late, enen learnings ſelfe's mfetled,) 
7 hnow not what it meanes in any caſe. 
We onely (when Molorchus 91s to peepe, 
Learne for to fold, and to wafeld eur Sheepe. 


FINIS. | Rich. Barnef.clae, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Sc!uagia a4 Siluanus, their Song ro Diana. 


And tirme thy taith. and ſound as a berrie. 
Louec gaue me1ovy,and Fortune gaue it, 
As my defire could wiſh to have | it; 


|: thee 1olly Sheepheard mernie, 


What didſt thou with, tell me (ſweete Louer,) 

Whereby thou mighr'ſt ſuch ioy recouer ? 
Tolouec where loue ſhould be mſpired: 
Since there's no more to be delired, 


In ehis great glory, and oreat gladnes, 

Think'ſt thou'to have no touch of ſadnes? 
Good Fortune gaue me not ſuch glorie : 
To mock my Loue, or make me lorric. 


If my firme loue I were denyi ying, 

Tell me, with ſighs would it thou be dying ? 
Thoſe words (in teat) to heare thee ſpeaking: 
For very griefe this hart is breaking, 


Yet would'ſt thou change, IT pre-thee tell me, 
In ſeeing one that did excell me? 
O no, for how canlI aſpire, 


To more, then to mine owne deſire ? 


Such great affection doo'ſt thou beare me : 
As by thy words thou ſeem'(t to ſweare me 2 
Ot thy deſerts, to which a debter 

I am, thou maiſt demaund this better. 


Sometimes me thinks, that I ſhould ſweare it, 

Sometimes me thinks, thou ſhould'(t not beare it. 
Onely in this my hap dooth greeve ine, 
And my dclire, not to belecuc me. 


Sel. Ima- 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


©. Imagine that thou doo'ſt notloue mine, 

But ſome braue beauty that's aboue mine. 
&«, Toſuch a thing ({weete) doo not will me: 
Where faining of the ſame dooth kill me, 


(el. I ſee thy firmeneſle gentle Louer, 
More then my beauty can diſcouer. 
WA And my good fortune to be higher 
Then my deſert, but not delire. 


FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


C Montanus his CMaarigas. 


Where Dan at the Fount was ſcene, 
Greeneit was, 
And did paſle 
All other of Dianaes bowers, 
In the pride of Floraes flowers. 


[ wasa Vallie gawdie greene, 


A Fount it was that no Sunne ſees, 
Cukled in with Cipres trees, 
Set lo nie, 
As Phebus eye 
Could not doo the Virgins fcathe, 
Toſcethem naked whea they bathe. 


She ſate there all in white, 

Colour fitting her delight, 
Virginsſo 
Oughttogoe: 

For white in Armorie is plaſte 
To bethe colour that is chaſte. 


Her taffata Caſſock you might ſee, 
Tucked VP abouc her knee, 


P. 3. Which 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Which did ſhow 

T here below 
Leg7csas whiteas Whales bone, 
So white and chalt was never none. 


- lard by her vpon the ground, 
Site her V IrgINS IN a round; 
| Bathing their 
Golden haire, 
And linging all in notes hie : 
Fic on Venus Hattering cyc. 


Fie on Loue, it 1s a toy, 
C:p:d witleiie, and a boy, 
KIl kis fires, 
And deſires, 
Are plagues that God ſent from on hie: 
Topeſter men with muſerie. 


As thus the Virgins did diſdaine 
Loucrs10y and L ouers painc, 
Cxpianic 
Did eſpic 
Greeuing at Dianaes Song, 
Slily (ſtole theſe Maydes among. 


His bowe of ſteele, darts of fire, 
He ſhot amongſt them ſweete deſite, 
Which ſtraite fhes 
In their eyes, 
And at the entraunce made them ſtart, 
For it ranne from eyeto hart, 


oy ſtraite ſuppoſed lowe, 
as faire and frollique for to loue, 
Dian the, 
Scap'd not free, 
For ww ell 1 wote heere-vpon, 
Sciou'd the Sywaine £ naummon. 


Clu 


— 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


(leis, Phebus, and Chloris eye 
Thought none (o faire as Mercure. 
Iexus thus 
Did difcuſle 
By her Sonne 1n darts of fire : 
None ſo challt to check delire. 


Nm roſe with all her Maydes, 
Bling thus at Loves braides, 
With fighs all 
Shew their thrall,. - 
And flinging thence, pronounc'd this ſaw : 
What ſo ſtrong as Loucs {wecte law 2 


FINIS. . ©... Ro. Greene. 


 C| Aſtrophell zo Stella, bis third Song. 
[r Orpheus voyce had force to breathe ſuch muſques loue + 


Through pores of ſenceleſſe trees, as it could make them mone ? 
If ſtones 200d meaſure daunc'd, the Thebane walls to buald 
To cadence of the tunes, which Amphyons Lyre aid yeeld: 
ore cauſe a like effeft at leaft-wiſe bringeth, 
0 ſtones, 6 trees, learne hearug, Stella ſingeth. 


i Lone 71 Tht fi weet'n /o a boy 0 f $S heepheards brooade, 

To mabe a | yzard dull to taft 1. owes daintie fooade : 

if Eagle fierce cont (o in Grecian / aye delight, 

es his light was hey eyes, her death his endle(ſe night * 
Farth oane that Lone, hean'n I trow [out defiaeth, 
O beaits, 6 trds, looke, Lone, lee, Stella ſeth, 


The by r4s, tones, and trees feele this, and feelmn Lone, 
tra rf the trees, nor ſtones ſtirre not the Yame 10 proue : 


— 
\ 


| 
| 
F 
: 
| 


»- 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


"or & eats, nor birds doo come wnto this bleſſed gaze, 
K now, that [mall Lowe ts quit he, ana great Lowe aooth amaze. 
They are ama'd, but you wat rea/on armed, 
QO eyes, 6 eares of men, how are you Ci barmed ? 


FINIS. S. hit. Sidney. 


E + Son? berweens Syrenus and Syluanus. 
Syrenus. Ho h " of Cupids cates and damties prayed, 
V May feede his ſtomack with them at his pleaſure : 
If m his drinke ſome eafe he hath aſſayed, 
Then let hun auench his thirfturs without meaſure : 
And if his weapons plea /ant tn thetr manner, 
Let him embrace his landard and h1s nate 
For bemg free from him, and quite e. vemptea: 


Toyfull / am, and proud, and well comentgd. 


m—_— - _— 


Syluanus. Of Cu Ids daintie cates who hath not prayed, 
CIMay } deprined of them at his pleaſure : 
Tf wormewood m hu drinhe he hath aſſayed, 
Let him not quench hrs thiriting without meaſnre : 
» And if his weapons m thery cruell manner, 


Let him abinre his ſtandard and his banner : 
For I not free from him, ana not exempted, 


Toyfull I am, and proud, and wel! comented. 


Syrenus. Lowe's /o expert in nining many a trouble, 
T hat now } know not why he ſhould be praiſed: 
He 1s /o falſe, fo chanrino, and fo double, 
That with oveant reaſon he mnt be arffÞrm ed, 
Lowe m the endis leh a terry paſſion, 
T hat nme trouldtrutt wmto his peemſh faſnon, 
For of all mi chiefe he's the onely Maifter : 
fd to my 200d a torment and ai/atler. 
Syl-nus 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


$luanus. Lone's ſo expert in guung toy, not trouble, 
That now 1 know not but he ſhould be praiſed: 
Het /o true, ſo conitant, nener double, 
That in my mmde he ſhould not be drffrailed. 
Loue m the end # ſuch a pleaſmg paſſion, 
T hat enery one may truit nto his faſhion, 
For of all good he us the onely Maiiter : 
—_— And foe ynto my barmes, and my di/aiter. 


Syrenus. Vet mn theſe ſaym vs to be proou'd a ther, 
He knowes that dooth not lowe, noy ts beloned: 
Now mghts and dayes } re#t, as I deſire, 
eAfter [ had ſuch oreefe from me remooued. 
e And cannot * be glad, ſince thus eftraunged, 
Ay /elfe from fal'e Diana I hane changed? 
Hence, hence, fal/e Lone, I mill not entertame thee : 
Since to thy torments thou doo'ft ſeeke to traine me. 


Syluanus. ot in theſe ſayings to be proow'd a her, 
He knowes that lones, and is againe belowed: 
N ow mohts and dayes Ireft m ſweete achire, 
After I had ſuch happy fortmne prooxed. 
And cannot I be glad, ſince not eftrannged, 
My ſelfe mto Seluagia | hane channgea ? 
{ 9me, come, good Lowe, and | will entertame thee : 


Sance to'thy ſweete content thow ſeek'it to trame me. 


FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


C Ceres Song in emulation of Cinthia. 
| Y Well {eres now, for other Gods are ſhrinking, 


Pomona pineth, 
Fruitleſlc her tree : 
Faire Phebus ſhineth 
Oanely on me. 


Q. Conceite 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Conccite dooth make ine ſmile whilſt I am thinking, 
How every one dooth reade my {torie, 
How eucry bough on Ceres lowreth, 
Caulc heauen plenty on me pow reth, 
And they 10 leaues doo onely elone, 
All other Gods of power bereauen, 
Ceres onely Queene of heauen, 


With roabes and flowers let me be dreſled, 
Corbia that Nluneth 
Is not locleare : 
Cinthia dechneth 
\When I appeare. 
Yet in this Iſle ſhe raignes as bleſſed, 
And euery one at her dooth; wonder, 
And in my cares [lill fond fame whiſpers 
Cmthia ſhall be Ceres Miilres, 
- Bur firſt my Carre (hall riuve in funder. 
Helpe Phcbas helpe, my fall is ſuddaine: 
Cixthia, Cunthia mult be Soucraigne. 


T his Song was ſung before her CAlaeftie, at t Bill 1m, 


the Lady Ruſlcls, 17 {rOcraces, 7 he e Authors BAmWE 
VARNOW 1 [0 >», 


& eA Paitorall Ode to an honourable friend. 


S tothe blooming prime, 
A Blcake Winter being fled: 
From compalle of the clime, 
Where Nature lay as dead, 
The Riers dull'd with time, 
I hegreene leaues withered, 
Freſh Zeph: 77: (the Welterne brethren) be: 
Sotl; mcur of your fauour is to me. 


For 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


For as the Plaines reuiue, 
And put on youthtull grcene : 
As plants begjn torthrine, 
T hat d:fattir'd had beene: 
And Arbours now aline, 
In former pompe are ſcene. 
$9 if my Spring had any flowers before : 
Your breathes Fawonues hath encreaſt the (tore. 


FINIS. E. 3B. 


——_ 


C 1 Nemphs Aſclaine of Lone, 


T Ey downe a downe did Diav fing, 
amongſt her Virgins fitting : 
Then loue there is no vainer thing, - 


for Maydens moſt vnfitang, 
And ſo think I, with a downe downe derrie. 


VVhen women knew no woe, 
», | but liu'd them-ſelues to pleaſe : 
” Mens fayning guiles they did not know, 
tie ground of their diſcale, 
Vnborne was falſe ſuſpeR, 
= il . nothought of icalouhie : 
: From wanton toyes and fond affe, 


the Virgins life was free, 
Hey downe a downe did D454 {ing ,&c. 


Atlength men vſed charmes, 
to which what Maides gaue eare : 
Embracing gladly endleſle harmes, 
anone enthralled were. 
Thus women welcom'd woe, 
diſzuis'd in name of loue : 
A icalous hell, a painted ſhow, 
{0 thall they finde that proue. 
Q. Hey 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Hev downe a downe did Dzar ſmg, 
amongſt her Virgins ſitting : 
Thenloue theres no vainer thing, 
for Maydens molt vnficting. 
And ſo thinke I, with a downe downe derrie. 


FINIS. Tencto. 


- 


C Apollos Lene-Song for faire Daphne. 


Y hart and tongue were twinnes,at once conceaued, 
The eldeſt was my hart, borne dumbe by deſlinic : 


The la(t my tongue, of all ſweet thoughts bereaucd, 
Yet {trung and turkid, to play harts harmonic. 
Both knit in one, and yet a-ſunder placed. 
What hart would ſpeake, the tongue dooth ſtill difconer : 
What tongue dooth ſpeake, 1s of the hart embraced, 
And both are one, to make a new-fonnd Lover. 
New-found, and onely found in Gods and Kings, 
Whoſe words are deedes, but deedes nor words regarded : 
Chaſt thoughts doo mount, and fie with ſwifteſt wings, 
My loue with paine, my paine with loſſe rewarded. 
Engraue vpon this tree Daphnes perfettion : 
That neither men nor Gods can force afteftion. 


T bu Dittie was ſung before her Maieftie, at the right 
honourable the Lord Chandos, ar Sudley Ca#tell, at 


her lait bemg there mfroorace. T he Author thers- 
of unknowne., 


Ld The 
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Euer a greater foe did Love diſdaine, 
N Or trode on eralle lo Cay, 
More golden haire the wind did neuer blow, 
Nor fairer Dame hath bound in white attire, 
Or hathin Lawne more gracious features tied, 
Then my {weete Enemie. 


Beautie and chaſlitic one place refraine, 

In her beare equall ſivay : 
Filing the wor:d with wonder and content. 
But they doo g1ue me paine and double woe, 
Since loue and beautie kindled my deſire, 
And cruel! chathtie from me denied 

All ſence of 10llitie. 


- Thereisno Roſe, nor Lillie after raine, 


Nor flower in moneth of May, 
Nor pleaſant meade, nor greene in Sommerlſent, 
That ſeeing them, my minde delighteth ſo, 
As that faire flower which all the heauens admire, 
Spending my thoughts on her, inwhom abide 
All grace and gifts on hie. 


Me thinks my heauenly Nimph I fee againe 
Her neck and breaſt diſplay : 
Seeing the whiteſt Ermine to frequent 
Some plaine,or lowers that make the faireſt ſhow. 
O Gods, I never yet beheld her nier, 
Or farre, in ſhade, or Sunne, that ſatisfied 


I was in paſſing by. 


The Meade, the Mount,the Riuer, Wood, and Plaine, 


With all cheir braue array, 
Yeeld not ſuch leete, as that faire face that's bent 


Q. 3. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


& The Sheepheard Delicius his Datie. 


Nor Nimph greene leaues with whiter hand hath rent, - 


Sorrowes 


ENGLANDS HELICOX. 


Sorrowes and 1oy incach foule to beſtow 

In cquall parts, procut'd by amorous fire / 

Beauty and Loue in her their force haue ried, 
to blind each humane cye. 


[ach wicked mind and will which wicked vice dooth ſtaine, 
her vertucs breake and {tay ; 

All ayzes infettby ayie are purg'd and ſpent, 

Though of a gre: it foundation they,did grow, 

() body, that lo brauc a ſoule doo't} hire, 

And blefied ſoule, whole vertnes cuer priced 
aboue the ſtarne skic. 


Onely for her my lite in 1oyes I eraine 
my ſoule lings many a Ley : 
Mufing on her, new Seas I doo inuent 
Of ſoucraigne toy, wherein with pride I rowe. 
The deſerts tor her fake I doo require, 


For without her, the Springsof 10y are dried 
WW and that I doo dehe. 


Sweete Fate, that to a noble deede doo'ſt ſtraine, 
and |ift my hart to day : 
Sealing her there with glorious ornatnent, 
Sweete ſcale, (weete oreeke, and {wecteſt ouerthrowe, 
Sweete miracle, whoſe ftame.cannot expire, 
Sweete wound, and golden [hatt, that ſo cſpied 
fuch heauenly companic 
Of beauties graces in lweete vertues died, 
As like were neuer in ſuch yeares defcricd. 


FINIS. Bar. Yong. 


_—— 


C Amintas 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 
C Amintas for bis Phillis. 


Vrora 11w began to riſe agame, 
From watry conch, and from ola Tithons fiae : 
I, hope to kiſſe ypon Acteian plame, 
Youne Cephalus, 41d throweh the golden glide 
0 Exfterne coaZt he cast /a great a i br, 
: Tha Phabus thought it tume to make retwe 
Jt From Thetis bower, wherem he ſpent the mght, 

To hoht the world agame wh heanenly fire. 


AC ſooner gan h:s win 70d Steedes to chaſe 

The Stigian nicht, mantled with duskee vale * 

But prore Amintas hafteth him a pace, 

In deſerts thits, to weepe a wofmll tale. 

lou ſilent ades. ard all that awell therem, 

Ar bur4s,or beaits,or wormes that creepe 01n groma: 
Difþo/e your [elues to teares, white I begin 


Lk To rue the greefe of mine eternal wenna. 


" end ale fall ohoZts, whoſe nature faes the bebe , 
= Come /eate your /elues with me on cu'ry ſide © 
4 erin while ! die for want of my debebr, 
[ ament the woes through fancie me betiae. 
Phillis :r dead, the marke of my deſire, 
My £426 of lone. and Pupwrach of my z09er, 
Plullis :5 2ome rhat (er mv hart on fire, 
[o with rum annoyes. 


5 WOO 4 
F VA! ah 5 76 Se 


Lo 19-. 
Phillis is fled, and bides I wote nat where, 


: ! = 

p hills alu) the prai/e of waman-hmae : 
"oy My [ [ p , Y 

| Phillis «þe Sunne of this our Hemuſpher e, 


Wiſe eames mae me, and many others blinde. 
Put blinded me "prove Swaine) aboue the rest, 
That lihe ;lde Ocdipus / he 17 thrall: 
Still feele the woorit, and nener hope the be37, 
Aly marth in moane, and honey arown'd om 741. 
Hu ev 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Hey faire, but cruel eJes, Fericht my ſrobt, 

Her _— but f, ans (þ beech enthrall'd my thougit : 
& rd u; her aceaes | Trayed [uch aelight, 

e-7s br ous ht both wil, Pand hiherie to ncnght. 

T herefore alll epe of happmes avi, 

A. m—_ y deft e the ſource of allmy care : 

F 


[ e:pare feclls me, my weale will nere renue, 
T 211 ties my / /oule dooth paſſe 2in Charons Crave. 


CMeane te my mae mutt offer Fortunes [corne, 

Ay thoughts fell worma, lhe wounds that ſtill are greene : 
Cy weakened limbs be lay4on beds of thorne, 

I bhfe decayes, althongh my death's fore-ſeene. 

CHMone eyes, now eyes no more, but Seas of teares, 

WWeepe on your fill, to coole my burning bre#t : 

Where lone aid place deſire, twixt hope and fearecs, 

(f ſay) acſire, the Authour of unre#t, 


eAnd would to <G od, Phillis where ere thou be, 

T by ſeule azd [ee the ſower of mine eftate : 

Aly wyes ecclips'd, for onely want of thee 

AN being with my ſelfe at fonle debate, 

Hy humble vowes, my ſufferance of woe, Y 
IM ſobs and ſighs, and ever-watching eyes : 

My plamtme reaves; my wandrimng to and fro, 

Aly will to dre, my neuer-ceaſms cries, 


TV 0 doubt but then theſe ſorrowes would perſwade, 
The doome of death, to cut my wntall twift : 

T hat I with thee amids? th infernall ſhade, 

Hnd thouwnh me mught ſport vs as we hit. 

Oh if thou warte on faire Proſerpines traine, 

And heareft Orpheus neeve th'Elzian ſprings : 

F nreate thy Vncene to free thee thence agame, 


And let tbe Thracian gmae thee with hns ſires, 


FINIS. Tho. Watſon. 


4] Faultus 


Firmves. 


Fanku. 


Firmua, 


Fayitas. 


t 7991114, 
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ENGLAND'S HELICON, 


C Fauſtus a»{ Zirmius 27 to their VV imph by rurnes. 


F mine owne ſelfe I doo complaine, 
() Andnot for louing thee ſomuch, 
But that in deede thy power is ſuch : 
That my true loue it doothre{lcaine, 
And onely this dooth giue me paine, 
For faine I would - 


Louec her more,f that I could. 


Thou doo'ſt obſcrue who dooth not ſee, 
To be belou'd a great deale more : 
But yet thou ſhalt not finde ſuch (tore. 
Ofloue in others as in me : 


For all I haue I giue to thee. 
Yet faine I would 


Loue thee more, if that I could, 


O eric noother Sheepheard Swaine, 
And care not other loves to proue, 
Who though they giue thee all their loue ; 
Thou canſt not ſuch as mine obtaine. 
And would'ſt thou haue in loue more gaine ? 
O yet I would 
Loue thee more, if that I could. 


Impoſlibleit is (my friend) 
That any one ſhould me excell 
In loue, whoſe loue I will retcll, 
If that with me he will contend : 


Myloue no equall hath, nor end. 
And yet I would 
Loue her more, if4hat 1 could 


Bchold how Loue my ſoule hath charm'd, 
Since firſt thy beauties I cid lee, 


(Which is but little yet to me,) 


a> 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


My freeſt ſences I have harm'd 
(To loue thee) leauing them vnarm'd: 
And yet I would 


Loue thee more, that I could. 


Faufts. I ener gaue, and give thee (hl 
Such (tore of loue, as Loue hath lent me: 


And therefore well thou maiſt content thee, 
That Love dooth (o enrich mv fil! : 


But now bchold my cheefeſt will, 
T hat faine I would 
Loue thee more, if that I could. 


FINIS, Bar. Tong. 


C Sireno 4 Sheepheard, hauing a lock of his faire A imphs haire, wraft a- 
bout with preene ſilke, mournes thus m a Loue-Dztiie. 

V V Howillfits you this greenc to weare, 

Eor hope the colour due ? 


In deede I well did hope, 

Though hope were nuxt with feare : 
No other Sheepheard ſhould haue {cope 
Once to approach this heare. 


Hat chang's heere, © haire, 
I fee ſince I ſaw you ? 


Ah haire, how many dayes, 

My Dtan made me thow, 

With thouſand prettie childiſh playes, 
IfI wareyou orno? .. 

Alas, how oft with teares, 

. (Oh teares of guitefull breit : ) 

She ſeemed full of icalous tcares, 


Whercat I 41d but iclt 2 
Tei 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Tell me 6 haire of gold, 

IfI then faultic be : 

T hat truſt choſe killing eyes I would, 
Since they did warrant me? 

Haue you not ſeenc her moode, 
What ſtreames of teares ſhe ſpent- 
Till that I {ware my faith fo {toode, 
As her words hadit bent ? 


Who hath ſuch beautie ſeen, 

In one that changeth ſo ? 

Or where one louesſo conſtant beene, 
Who euer ſaw ſuch woe? 

Ah haires, you arc not greeu 'd, 

To come from whence you bes : 
Secing how once you aw I liu'd, 

To ſce me as you lee. 


On ſandie banke of late, 

I faww this woman fit : 

Where, Soover die then channe my ſlate, 
She v ith her finger wt. 

Thus my belecfe was ſtay'd, 

Behold Loues mighty hand 

On things, were by a vvoman lay'd, 
And written in the ſand. 


Tranſlated by $.Dhil. Sidney, out of Diana of 
Monemaior. 


— 


—__ 


4 W; S ons berweene Tauriſ ws 47d Diana, aunſwerins wver/e 


for verſe. 


Tolooke on me, ſiweete foe 1mpart ? 
Becauſe that dooth not pleaſe the eye. 
Which dooth oftend and grecuc the hart. 
R. 2, 7 aM11/anet, 


T aura. Hd bo cauſe why that thou doo'ſt denic 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


T awri/iu, What woman is, or euer was, 

That w hen ſhelooketh, could be mou'd 3 
Diana She that reſolues her life to paſle, 

| Nevther to loue, nor tobe lou'd. 
T 4:rs ts, The e1S NO hartfo fierce ang hard | 
"hat can fo much torment a ſoule: 

Duma, Nor Sheephecard of lo linall rega d, 

Tat realon will fo much controule. 
T 21111515, How falls it out Loue dooth not kill 

Thv crueltic with ſome remorce ? 
Dita Becauſe that Love 1s but a will, 

And free-w1ll dooth admitno force, 
T auri/nu, Behold wiat reaſon now thou haſt, 

To remecie my Jouing ſmart: 

Diana, The very fant bindes ine as fall, 

To keepe ſuch daunger from my harr. 
T atri/it3, Why doo'lt thou thus torment mM Y minde, 

And to what end thy beautic kcepe? 
Diana. Becauſe thou call (t me ſhill vnkinde; 

And pittilefle when thou doo'ſt weepe. 
T atr1/48. Is it becauſe tr} 'y crueltie 

In killing me dooth neuer end 2 
Diana. Nay, for becauſe I meane thereby, 

My hart from ſorrow to defend. 
T auri/nus. Be bold ſo foule I am no way 

As thou doo'(t think, faire Sheepheardeſle ; 
Diana. With this content thee, that I ſay, 

That]I belecue the ſame no leſle. 
T ariſes, What, atter giuing me ſuch ſtore, 

Of paſſions, doo'ſt thou mock me too 2 
Prana, If aunfweres thou wilt any more. 

Goeſccke them without more adoo. 


F 


FINTS. Bar. Tong. 


C enother 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


C eAnother Sono before her CMareftie at Oxford, ng by a comely Sheep- 
heard, altenacd on by mmarie other Sheepheard: 
and \ erphs. 


Farls. words, and ſtones, all maladtes hane cured, 
F Jearb s. woras, and ſtones, | 2 ved N hen loued : 
Hearbs (mells words winde,ſtones hardnes hane procured, 
By ſtones, nor words, nor hearvs her mma was moned. 
I ask'd the can'e : this was a womans reaſon, 
Af ongs7 hearbs ave weedes, and thereby are refuſed: 
Deceite a4 well 1; trne:h ſpeabes words 11 gſm, 
Fall'e ſtones by feiles b. me many one abuſed, 
T /igh'd, and then ſhe [aya, my fancie [moaked, 
I 942d, ſhe ſayd, my lookes were folkes glauncing * 
7 ſounded dead, ſhe [aya, my loue was choaked, F 
I ſtarted vp, ſhe /ayd, my thoughts were dauncing, 
Oh lacred Lone, if thou have any Godhead : 
Teath other rules to wine a mayaenhead. 


[ 


% 


FINTS. e Tnonmt, 


& The Sheepheards Song : @ { arollor Himne for Chriftma. 


Weete Muf! 1que, {weeter farre 
Then any Song 15 ſweete: 
Sweerte Mult ique heauenly rare, 
Mine eares (6 peeres) dooth greete. 
You gentle flocks, whoſe fleeces pearl'd with dewe, 
Reſemble heauen, whom golden drops make bright : 
Liſten, 6 iſten, now, 6 not to you 
Our pipes make port to ſhorten wearie night, 
But voyces moſt diuine, 
-—— Make btisfull Harmonie : 
Voyces that ſeeme to ſhine, 


Fer what cle cleares the 5kie 2 


| We'v ' Tunes 


ENGLANDS” HELICON, 


Tunes can we heare, butnot the Singers ſee : 
The tunes diuine, and lo the Singers be. 


Loe how the firmament, 
Within an azure fold : 
The flock of ſtarres hath pent, 
That we m1ght them behold. ' 
Y et trom their beames proceedeth not this light, 
Nor can their Chriſtalls ſuch refleion eve : 
What then dooth make the Element fo bright : 
Tic heauens are come downe vpon earth to luc. 
Zur harken to the Song, 
Glorie to glories King : 
And peace all men among, 
Theſe Querilters doo fing. 
Angels they are, as alſo (Sheephcards) hee, 
Whom in our fearc we doo admire to ſee. 


Let not amazement blinde 
| Your ſoules (faid te) annoy : 
To you and all mankinde, 
My meſlage bringeth ioy. 
For loe the worlds great Sheephcard noy is borne 
A bleſſed Babe, an Infant full of power : 
After long night, vp-nſenis the morne, 
Renowning berblem in the Sauiour. 
Sprung is the perfett day, 
By Prophetsſcene a farre : 
Sprung 1s the mirthfull May, 
Which Winter cannot marre. 
In Pai; Citte dooth this Sunne appeare : 


Clouded in fleſh, yet Sheepheards fit we heere., 


FINTS. E.'Þ. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Arlilcus hrs Carell, for wy of the new maria 176, betweene 
Syrenus 4nd Diana, 


Ot ſundry colours {weetelt odours glowing : 
Roſes yeeld foorth your {melis ſo finely tainted, 
Calme winds the greene leaues mooue with gentle blowing, 
The Chriſtall Riuers flo\ wing 


With waters be encreaſed : 
And ſince cach one from ſorrow novw hath ceaſed, 


From mourntull plaints and ſadnes. 
Ring toorth faire Nimphs your 1oytull Songs for gladnes. 


| Fenoweach Meadewih flowen be depainted, 


Let Springsand Meades all kinde of forrow baniſh, 
2; And mournfull harts the teares that they arc bleeding: 
Let gloomie cloudes with ſhining morning vaniſh, 
Let cuery bird rcioyce that now1is breeding, 
And ſince by new proceeding, 
W:th mariage now obtained, 
A great content by great contEmpt is gained, 
And you deuoyd of ſadnes, 
Ring foorth faire Nimphs your ioyfull Songs forgladnes. 


Who can make vs to changeour firme deſires, 
And ſouleto leaue her ſtrong determination, 
Andmake vs freeze in Ice, and melt in fires, 
And niceſt hartsto loue with emulation, 
Who nds vs from vexation, 
And all our minds commaundeth 2 
But great Felt, that his might withſtandeth, 
That fill'd our harts with ſadnes, 
Ring foorth faire Nimphs your ieyfull Songs for gladnes. 


Your fields with their diſtilling fauours cumber 
(Bridegroome and happy Bride) each heavenly, power 

Your flocks, with double Lambs encreas'd in numb.c, 
May neuer taſt vaſauoric gralle and ſower. 


The 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


The Winters froſt and (hower 

Y our Kids (your prette pleaſure) 

May neuer hurt, and bleſt with ſo much treaſure, 
To drive away all ſadnes : 


Ring ſoorth faire Nimphs your 10y full Songs for olagnes, 


Of chat Greete ioy delight you with ſuch meaſure, 
Betweene you both faire iſſue to engender : 
Longer then A eftor may you lie in plcafure, 
The Gods to you ſuch Fweete content lurrender, 
That may make mild and tender, 
The beaſts in every mountaine, 
And glad the helds, and vvoods, and euery Fountaine, 
bruring former ſadnes, 


Ring foorth faire Nimphs your 1oytull Songs for gladnes. 


Let amorous birds with ſweeteſt notes delight you, 
Let ventle winds refreſh you with ther blowing: 
Let fields and Forreſts with their good requite you, 
And Fla decke the oround where you are going. 
Roſes and Violets ltrowing, 
The laſmine and the Gilliflower, 
With many more, and neuer in your bower, 


To tall of houſhold ſadnes : 
Ring toorth faire Nimphs your 1oyfull Songs for gladnes. 


Concord and} peace hold you for aye contented, 
And in your ioy full tate liuc you lo quiet: 
That with the plague of icalouſie tormented 
You may not be, nor fed with Fortunes diet. 
And:that vour names may flie yet, 
To hills vaknowne with elonie. 


But now becauſe my breaſt ſo hoarce, and ſorne 


Te fa - may re{l from ſins] 
Fnd? Nimph 5 vour Songs, that 11 e clouds are ringing. 


FINIS. __ Bar. Yons. 
ht oi Phubitus 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
C Philiſtus farewel ro falſe Clorinda. 


Lerinaa falſe adiew, thy loue torments me : 
(-- Let T hirſir haue thy hart, ſince he contents thee. 
Oh greefe and bitter anguiſh, 
For thee I languiſh, 
FaineTI (alas) would hide it, 
Oh, but who can abide it ? 
I can, I cannot I abide it. 
Adiew, adiew then, 
Farewell, 
Leaue my death novy deliring : 
For thou halt thy requiring, 
Thus ſpake Phils, on his hooke relying : 
Aad ſiveegly .clla dying. 


FINIS. Ont of 17. Morleyes Madrigal, 


T Roſalindes CMaarvvall. 
\n in my bofome like a Bee, 


dooth ſuck his fiveete : 
Now with his wings he playes with me, 
now with his tons, d 
Within mine eyes he makes his neſt, 
His bed amidſt my tender breſt, 
My kiſles are his daily feaſt, 
And yet he robs me of my reſt. 
Ah wanton will ye ? 


And ifI ſleepe, then pierceth he, 
with prettie ſlight : 

And makes his pillow of my knee, 
the liue-long night. 

Strike I my Lute, he tunes the — 


He 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
He muſique playes if I but ing, * 


He lends me cuery louely thing, 
Yet crue!l he my hart dooth {tng. 
Wriult wanton, [till ye. 


Elſe I with Roſes every day 
will whip ve hence : 
And binde ye when ye long to p'ay, 
tor your ollence. 
T'c ut mine eyes to keepe ve in, 
Ie make you faſt it for your finne, 
Ile count your power not woorth a pins. 
Alas, wi.at hcereby {hall I winne 
It he gaine-fay me? 


What if I beate the wanton boy 
with manyarod? 
He will repay me with annoy, 
becaule a God. 
Then ſit thou ſafely on my knee, 
Andlet thy bower my boſome he: 
Lurke in mine eves, I like of thee. 
O Cupid, fo thou pitty me, 
Spare not, but play thee. 


FINIS. Thomw. Lodge. 


CE eA'Dilngue Song betweene Syluanus and Arfilius. 


St. & Heephead, why doo'ſt thou hold thy peace? 


Sing, and thy toy to vs report : 


Ar(l. My toy good Sheepheard) ſhould beleſle, 
It it were told in any ſore. | 
574 Thovgh ſuch great fauours thou doo'ſt winne, 
Yer darygne thereof to tell fome part : 
Fr 1, The hardeſt thing is to begin, 


In enterprizes of ſuch Art. 


£1. Come 


S$yl, Come make an end, no cauſe omit, 
ſ Qt all the 1oyes that thou artin : 
Ari. tow ſhould I make an end of it, 
That am not able to begin ? 
Sl. Itisnot 1uſt, we ſhould conſent, 
That thou hould' {t not thy joyesrecite : 
er /i. The ſoule that felt the puniſhment, 
Dooth onecly feele this great delight, 
S$jt. That 1oy is ſmall, and nothing fine, 
That is not told abroace to manie : 
el. If it be ſuch a oy as mine, 


It ncuer can neuer be told to anie, 


yy Flow can this hart of thine containe 
, A oy, that is of ſuch great force ? 
Ar/il. I haue it, where I did retaine 
My paſſions of ſo great remorce. 
Syt. So great and rare a ioy is this, 
No man is able to with-ho!d : 
Avrſil. But greater that a picaluie is, 
Theleſle it may with words be told. 
S)1. Yet haue I heard thee heeretofore, 


Thy ioyes in open Songs report : 
efil, + Ifaid, I had ofioy ſome ſtore, 
But not how much, nor in what ſort. 


Sy/. Yet when a oy is in excelle, 
It ſelfe it will oft-times vnfold: 
Arſi. Nay, ſuch a ioy would be the leſle, 


It but a word thereof were told, 


F INIS. Bar. Tong. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


\\l Montanus Sonnet. 


Hen the dogge - 
Full of rage 
With his irefull eves 


Frownes amidit the skies : 


S&.2 


Tha 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


The Sheepheard to aſſwage 
Thefurie of the heate, 
Him felfe dooth ſafely ſeate 
By a Fount 
Full of faire, 
Where a gentle breath 
Mounting from beneath, 


tempereth the ayre. 
There his flocks 


Drinke their fill, 
And with eaſe repoſe, 
While {weet ſleepe doth cloſe 
Eyes from toyling ull, 
But I burne, 
Without reſt, 
No defenſtue power 
Shields from Phabus lower, 
ſorrow is my belt. 
Gentle Loue 
Lower no more, 
If thou wilt inuade 
In the ſecret ſhade, 
Labour not ſo lore 
I my fcltc 
And my flocks, 
They their Loue to pleaſe, 
I mylſelfe to caſe, 
Both leaue the ſhadic Oakes, 
Content to burne in fire, 


Sith Loue dooth ſo defire. 


0 


FINTS. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


& The Nimph Seluagia hey $ one. 


Andalifein woes lo deepe ? 


Which to le is to too long, 
As it 1s too ſhort to weepe. 


g Heepheard, who can paſle ſuch wrong, 


Greeuous ſighs in vaine I waſt, 
Leefing my afhance,and 


I perceauc my hope at lalt 
with a candle in the hand. 


What time then to hope among 
bitter hopes, that neuer ſleepe ? 


When this life is to too long, 
as it is too ſhort to weepe. 


This greefe which I feele ſorife, 
(wretch) I doo deſerueas hire : 


Since I came to put my life 
in the hands of my deſire. 


Then ceaſe not my complaints ſo ſtrong, 
for (though life her courſe dooth keepe:) 


Je isnot to live ſo long, 
as it is too ſhortto weepe. 


FINIS. Bar. Yong. 


——_ 


& The Heard-mant happie life. 


Hat pleaſure haue great Princes, 
more daintie to their choice, 
Then Heardmen wilde, who carcleſle, 


In quict life reioyce ? 
S. 3. 


And 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


- And Fortunes Fatenot fearing, 


Sing {weet in Sommer morning, 


T her dealings plaine and rightfull 
are voide of all deccite: 
They neuer know how ſpightfull, 
1t15to kneele and waitez 
On fauounte preſumptuous, 
Whoſe pride 1s vaine and ſumptuous. 


All day theyr flocks each tendeth, 
at night they take their reſt : 
More quiet then who ſendeth 
his [ſhip.into the Lalt; 
Where gold and pearleare plenre, 
But getting very daintic. 


For Lawyers and their pleading, 
they'{teeme it not a ſtraw : 
They thinke that honeſt meaning, 
1s of it ſeiſea law; | 
Where conſcience iudgeth plainely, 
They ſpend no money vainely, 


Oh happy who thus liveth, 4 
not caring much for gold : 
With cloathing which ſuffiſeth, 
to keepe him from the cold. 
Thoughpoorcand plaine his diet : 
_ Yer merneit is and quiet, 


FINIS. Ont of CM. Birds ſer Songs. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Cinthia the \imph, her Song to faire Polydora, 


Eere to the River banks, with greene 
N And pleaſant trees on cuery {ide, 
Where treeſt minds would molt haue beene, 
T hat neuer felt braue Cpids pride, 
To paſle the day and tedious howers : 


Among{t thoſe painted meades and flowers. 


A certaine Sheepheard full of woe, 

Syremss call'd, his flocks did feede : 

Not ſorrowfull in outward ſhow, 

But troubled with ſuch greefe indeede, 
As cruel! Loue1s wont t'impart 
Vato a painefull louing hare. 


This Sheepheard euery day did die, 
For loue he to Dana bare: 
A Shcepheardeſle fo fine perdie, 
So lively, young, and palling faire, 
xcelling more in beauties feature: 
Then any other humane creature. 


V Vhohad not any thing, of all 

She had, but was extreainen her, 

For meanely wiſe none might her call, 

Nor meanely faire, for he did erre 
It ſo he did : but (hould deuiſe 
Her name of paſling faireand wiſe, 


Fauours on him ſhe did beſtow, 

Which if ſhe had not, then be ſure 

He might have ſuffered all that woe 

Which afterward he did endure 
When he was gone, with leſſer paine: 
And at his comming home againe. 


For 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Eor when indeede the hart is free 


From ſuffering paine or torments ſmart : 

If wiſedome dooth not ouer-ſec 

And bcarcth not the greateſt part; 
The ſmalleſt greefe and care of minde : 
Dooth make it captiue to their kinde. 


Neere to a Riuer ſwift and great, 

That famous F=/a had to narhe: 

The carefull Sheepheard did repeate 

The ſcares hc had by abſence blame, 
Which he ſuſpeR where he did keepe : 
And feede his gentle Lambs and Shcepe. 


And now ſometimes he did behold 

His Sheepheardefle, that there about 

Was on the mountaines of that old 

' And auncient Leon, ſeeking out 

From place to place the paſtures beſt : 
Her Lambs to feede, her ſelte to relt. 


And ſometime muſing, as he lay, 
When on thoſe hills ſhe was not ſcene : 
Was thinking of that ba pic day, 
When Cxpid gaue him ſuch a Queene 
Of beautie, and ſuc} cauſe of 10y : 
Wherein his minde he did imploy, 


Yet fayd (poore man) when he did (ce 
Him (elfe ſo ſunke in ſorrowes pit : 
The good that Loue hath giuen me, 
I onely doo imaginent, 
Becauſe this neereſt harme and trouble : 


Heereafter I ſhould ſuffer double. 


The Funne for that it did decline, 
The carciefle may did not offend ; 


With ficric beames, which ſcarce did ſhine, 


= 


But 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


But that which did of loue depend, 
And in his hart did kindle fre: 


Of greater flames and hote delire. 


Him did his paſſions all invite, 
The greene leaues blowne with gentle winde : 
Chriſtaline ſtreames with their delighe, 
And Nightingales were not belunde, 
To helpehim in his loving verſe : 
Which to himſelfc he did rehearſe. 


FINIS. Bar. Yong. 


& Thes heepheard to the flowers, 


Tour gracious odours, which you couched beare 
Withm yorr pake faces : 
JF pon the gentle wing of ſome cal;ne-breathing-winde 
T hat playes amid$t the Plame, 
If by the fauonr of proputons ſkarres you gaine 
Such grace 4s in my Ladies boſome place to finde : 
Be proude to touch thoſe places. 
And when her war mth your moyiture foorth dooth weave, 
Whereby her damtie parts are ſweetly fed : 
Tour homonrs of the flowrie CMeades 7 pray, 
Tou prettie daughters of the earth and Sunne: 
Wuh mild and ſeemely breathing ſtraite d:Þla 
Aty butter ſighs, that hane my hart »ndone. 


g Weete Violets (Lowes Paradiſe) that ſpread 


Uernullion R ofes, that with new dayes riſe 
Diiplay your crimſon folds freſh locking farve, 
Whoſe radiant bright, at/praces 
The rich adorned rayes of roſeate ri/ino morne, 
eAbif gins hand. 
Doo p pre, ere Phorbus view the land, 
y ff And 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


end yaile your gracious pompe in loely Natures ſcorne, 
If chaunce my Miitres traces 

F aft by your flowers to taks the Sommers ayre : 

1 hen. wofull bluſying tempt her gloria eyes, 
} 6 ſpread thewr teares, Adonis death reporting, 
And tell Louer'torments,/orrowmse for her friend: 
Who'e crops of blood with in your leaves con /orting, 
Report fare Venus moancs to hane no end. 

T ben may remorce, in putying of my {mart : 

Dru vp my teares, and awe! within her hart. 


FINI Bo Tonoto. 


CT he Sheepheard Arlilius, his Sono to bis Rebeck, 


Ow Loue and Fortune turne to me againe, 
N And now each one enforceth and aſſures 
A hope, that was diſmayed, dead,and vaine : 
And from the harbour of miſhaps aſſures 
A hart that is conſum'd in burning fire, 
With vnexpected gladnes, that admires 
My ſoule to lay a-ſide her mourning ore, 
And ences to prepare aplace for ioy, 
Care in oblivion endlefle ſhall expire. 


For every grecfc of that extreame annoy, 


Wlnch when my torment raign'd, my ſoule (alas) 
Did feele, the which long abſence did deſtroy, 


Fortune ſo well appayes, that neuer was 
So great the torment of my paſledill : 
As 1s the ioy of this ſame goodl paſle. 
Returne my hart, ſurſaulred with the fall 


Of thouſand great vnreſts, and thouſand feares : 


Emioy thy good eſtate, if that thou will, 
And yearied eves, leaue off your burning teares, 


For ſoone you ſhall 1/05 delight, 
For v.hom my ſpoiles with glotic Cups 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Sences which ſecke my ſtarre ſo cleare and bright, 
By making heere and there your thoughts eſtray : 
Tell me, what will you tcele before her fight? 
Hence ſolitarineſle, torments away, | 
Felt for her ſake, and wearied members caſt 
Of all your paine, redeem'd this happie day. 
O ſtay not time, but paſſe withſpeedie haſt, 
And Fortune hinder not her comming noyw, 
O God, betides me yet this greefe at laſt 2 
Come my {wecte Sheepheardeſle, the life which thou 
(Perhaps) didſt thinke was ended long agoe, 
At thy commaund is readie ſtill to bow. 
Comes not my Sheephcardeſle defired fo ? 
O God, whatif ſhe's loſt, or if ſhe ſtray 
Within this vvood, where trecs ſo thick doo grow ? 
Or ifthis Nimph that lately went away, 
Perhaps forgot to goe and ſeeke herout : 
No, no, in (her) obliuion neuer lay. 
Thou onely art my Sheepheardelle, about 
Whoſe thoughts my ſoule ſhall finde her ioy and reſt x 
Why comm [lt not then to aſſureit from doubt 2 
O ſe:{t thou not the Sunne paſle to the Welt 2 
Andifit paſle, and I behold thee not : 
Then I my wonted torments will requeſt 
And thou ſhalt waile my hard and heauie lot. 


FINTIS, Bar. Tong. 


CF ether of Aſtrophell to his Stella, 


N a Groaue moſt rich of ſhade, 
Where birds wanton muſique made; 
Ay, then young, his pyed weedes ſhowing 
New pertum'd, with flowers freſh growing, 
eMtrophell with Stellaſweete, 
Did for mutuall comfort mecte 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 
Both within them-ſelues oppreſled, 


But cach in the other blciled. 

Him great harmes had taught much care, 
Her faire necke a foule yoake have 1 : 

But her {12h1t his cares did baniſh, 

In bh1s (1 zIit her yoake did vaniſh. 

Wept they had, alas the while, 

Bur now teares them-ſclues did ſmile. 
Winle their eyes by Love direted, 
Enterchangeably reflected, 

Sigh they did, but now betwixt, 
Siohs ol woes, were glad ſighs mixt, 
Wuh armes.crolt, yet eſhify Ng 
Reſtlefle reſt, and living dying. 

'T heir eares hungry of each V vord, 

Which the dearc tongue would afford, 
Bur their ronguesreltrain'd from walking, 
Till their harts had ended talking, 

But when their tongues could not ſpeake, 

Loue it (elfe did ſilence breake, 
L oue did ſet his lips a-ſunder, 
Thus to ſpeake in loue and wonder. 
Stella, Soueraigne of my ioy, 
"Fi triumpher of annoy, 
Stel/a, ſtarre of heauenly fire, 
Stella, Load(tarre of deſire. 
Stella, m whole ſhining eyes, 

Are thelights of (rpids ckies, 
Whoſe beames where they once are darted, 
Louethere-with is ſtraite imparted. 
Stella, whole voyce when it ſpeakes, 
Senncen all a-ſunder breakes. 
Stella, whole voyce when it {ingeth, 
Angels to acquanntance bt ingeth. 

Stel/a, in whole bodv 1s 
Writ each Character of bliſle, 
Whoſe face all, all beauty palleth, 
Saue thy minde, which i furpaſleth. 


Graunt, 


Sa mt. 2. CY MAHA 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Graunt,s graunt : but ſpeech alas 
Failes me, tearing on to palle. 
Graunt, 6 me, what am I ſaying? 
But no fault there 1s1n praying. 

Graunt (6 deere) on knees I pray, 
(Knees on ground he then did (tay) 
Thatnot I, but ſince Tloue you, 

Time and place for me may mooue you. 
Neuer ſcaſon was more fit, 

Neuer roome more apt for it. 

Smiling ayre alowes my reaſon, 

The birds ſing, now vſe the ſeaſon. 

T his ſmall winde, which ſo ſweete is, 
See how it the leaues dooth kille, 

Each trec in his beſt attvring 
Sence of loue toloue inſpiring, 
Loue makes earth the water drinke, 
Loue to earth makes water ſinke : 
Andif dumbe things beſo wittic, 
Shall a heauenly grace want pittie ? 

There his hands in their ſpeech, faine 
Would haue made tongues language plaine. 
But her hands, his hands repelling : 

Gaue repulſe, all grace excelling. 
Then ſhe ſpake ; her ſpeech was ſuch, 
As not eares, but hart did touch : 
While ſuch wiſe ſhe loue denied, 

As yet loue ſhe ſignified. 

eAſtrophell, ſaid ſhe, my Loue, 
Ceaſc in theſe effets to proue. 

Now be ſtill, yet ſtill beleeue me, 

Thy greefe more then death dooth greeue me. 
If that any thought in me, 

Can talt comfort but of thee, 

Let me feede with helliſh anguiſh, 

Toyleſle, helplefle, endlefle languiſh, 

It thoſe eyes you praiſed, be 
Halte ſo deere as you to me : 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 

Let me home returne (tarke blinded 
Ot tholc cyes, and blinder minded. 
It to ſecret of my hart 
I doo any with impart: 
Where thou art not formoſt placed; 
Bec both with and I defaced. 

If more may be ſaid, I ſay 
A!l my bliile on thee Tay. 
If thou loue, mv loue content thee, 
For a!l loue, all faith is meant thee, 
Truſt me, while I chee denic, 
In my feitc the ſmart I trie. 
Tirant, honour dooth thus vſe thee, 
Stellaes ſelfe might not refuſe thee. 

Therefore (deere)this no more moue, 
Leaſt, though I leauc not thy loue, 
Which too deepe in me is framed : 
I ſhould bluſh when thou art named. 
There-with-all, away ſhe went, 
Leaving him to paſſion rent : 
With what ſc had done andſpoken, 
That chere-with wy Song is broken, 


FINIS. S. D hil. Sidvey. 


C Syrenus hrs Sorg ro Dianaes Flocks. 


Aſled contents, 
Oh what meane ye ? 
Forſake me now, and doo not wearic me. 
V Vile thou heare me 0 memorie, 
My pleaſant dayes, and nights againe, 
I have appat'd with ſeauen-fold painc. 
Thou haſt no more to aske me why, 
For when I went, they all did die 
As thou doo'lt ſee: 


Olcaue me then, and doo not wearic me. 


Greene 


y 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Greene field, and ſhadowed valley, where 
Sometime my chicfelt pleaſure was, 
Behold what ” did after paſle. 

Then let mereſt, andif I beare 

Not with good cauſe continuall feare : 


Now doo you fee, 
O lcaue me then, and doo not trouble me. 


I fawa hart changed of late, 
And wearied to aſſure mine? 
Then I was forced to recure mine 
By good occaſion, time, and fate, 
My thoughts that now ſuch palſions hate 
O what meane ye ? 
Forſake me now, and doo not wearic me. 


You Lambsand Sheepe that in theſe Laycs,w 
Did ſometime follow meſo glad : 
The merrie houres, and the (ad 
Are pafſed now, with all thoſe dayes. 
Make not ſuch mirth and wanted playes 
As once did ye. 
For now no more, you haue deceaued me. 


If that to trouble me you come, 

Or come to comfort me in deede : 

I haue nd i]! for comforts neede. 

But if to kill me: Then (in ſome) 

Now my ioyes are dead and dombe, 
Full well may ye 


Kill me, and you ſhall make anend of me. 


FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


C To Amarillis. 


Houzh «marie daunce in greene, 
gt —, 5 
Like Faieric Queene, 


And ling tull cleere, 
With ſmiling cheere. 7 
Yet ſince her eyes make hart ſo ſore, « 


hey hoe, chill loue no more. 


My Sheepe are loſt for want of foode 
; And Iſo wood 
T hat all the day : 
I fit and watch a Heard-mayde gay, 


Who laughs toſee me {igh lo ſore: 
| hey hoe, chill loue no more. 


Her louing lookes, her beautie bright, 
Is ſuch delight, 
T hat all in yaine : 
I loue to like, and looſe my gaine, 
For her that thanks me not therefore, 


hey hoe, chill loue no more. 


Ah wanton eyes, my friendly foes, 
And cauſe of woes, 
Your ſweet deſire 
Breedes flames of yce, and freeze in fire. 
Youlſcorne to ſee me weepe o ſore: 


hey hoe, chill loue no more. 


Lone ye who liſt I force him not, 
Sith God it wot 


ne more I waile: 
Theleſſe my ſighs and tearespreuaile. 
Whatſhall I doo, but ſay therefore, 


hey hoe, chill loue no more? 
FINTS. Out of M.Burds ſet SOngr. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Cardenia the Nimph, to hey falſe Sheepheard Fauſtus. 


Auf, if thou wilt reade from me 
Theſe tewe and {imple lines, 
By them molt clearely thou thalt ſee, 
Ho: w little ſhould accounted be 
Thy faigned words and fignes. 
For noting well thy deedes oaks 
Sheepheard, thou muſt not ſcan: 
That euer it came to my minde, 
To praiſe thy faith like to the winde; 
Or for a conllant man. 


For this in thee ſhall ſo be found, 

As ſmoake blowne in the aire : 
Or like Quick-fluer turning round, 
Oc as a houſe built on the ground 

Of fands that doo 1mpaire, 
To firmeneſTe thou art contrarie, 

More flpPp'ite then the Ecle : 
Chanoing as vv *ather-cocke on hie, 
Oc the Cat mel! Mar oa 

Or Fortunes turning wheele. 


V Vho would belecue thou wert fo free, 
To blaze me thus cach houre 2 
My Sheepheardeſle, thou liu'{t in me, 
My ! ſoule dooth onely dwellin thee, 
And euery vitall power. 
Pale «iropos my vitall ſtring 
Shall cut, and life offend: 
The ſtreames ſhall firſt curneto their ſpring; 
The world thall end,and cuery thing, 
Before my -loue ſhall end. 


Thus loue that thou did? promiſe me, 
Sheepheard,where 15 it found ? 


V. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 

Theword and faith I had of thee, 
O tel! me now, where may they be, 

Or where may they rcſound ? 
T oo ſcone thou d:d (1 the tytle gaine 

Of guuer of vaine w ords: 
Too ſoone my loue thou did ſt obtaine, 
Too {oone t]:ou lou'd{t Dana vaine, 

That nought but fcornes attords. 


But one ting now I will thee tell, 
That much thy pactence mooues: 
That though (14714  dooth excell 
In beaurie, vet ſhe keepes not well 
Her faith, nor loyall prooues. 
Thou then haſt choſen, each one ſaith, 
Thine equall, and a throw: 
For if thou haſt vndone thy faith, 
Her Love and Lover ſhe betrayeth, 
So like to like may goe. 


If now this Sonnet which I ſend 
Wil anger thee : Before 
Remember Fan: (yet my friend,) 
That if theſe ſpeeches doo offend, 
Thy deedes doo hurt me more. 
Thus let cach one of vs amend, 
Thou deedes, I words fo ſpent: 
For I confelle 1 blame my pen, 
Doo thou as much, ſo in theend, 
Thy deedes thou doo repent. 
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FINIS. Bar. Yong. 


kc. 


& Of Phillida. 


S 1 beheld, ? ſaw a Hearaman wilde, 
A with his ſoeepe-hooke a picture fine acface : 


Which he ſometume his fancie to begrnle, 
hal carn'd os t Weſt Beech in /ecret place, 
end wth deifrgkt of mot afjtailed munde, 
through deepe diifare of hart, for [out as/maid ? 
He pu 4 enrn from the tree the carwed rmat, 
and weepms ſore, thee wofull word; he /as4 
eAb Phull:da, would Gol thy pillare faire, 
I conld as liohily blot out of my breit : 
| Then ſhould } not thus rage w1 acepe art bare, 
and teare the thine ſometime 1 hiked beft. 
But all in yaime, it booteth nor God wat : 
What printed is im hart, on tree to blot. 


FINIS. Ont of 217. Buds ſet Songs. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


© Meliſca her Song, in feorne of ber Sbeepheard Narciſlus. 


le not to follow thee: 
For I will neither kill with loue; 
Nor louc {hall not kill me. 


gy, g turne a-ſ{ide, and mouec 


Since T will live, and neuer how, 

Then die nor, for my loue | will not giue 
For I will ncuer haue thee loue melo, 

As I doo meane to hate thee while Thue. 


That fince the louer ſo dooth prone, 
Wok 


His death, as thou doo t (ce : 


Be 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Re bold I will not kill with loue, 


Nor louc (ho! EIT P7 1 
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FINIS. Bar. Tons. 


C Hi aun/were to the IV: rnhs Sons, 
F tobe lou'dit thee offend, 
a6 1n07 choole but loue thee (hill; 
And lo nv Sk hail havenoend, 
VWhiles that my life maintaines my will. 


O let me yet with -reefe complaine, 


lince (uch aA tor ment I endure: . 
Or cl{c fulhi! thy oreat diſdaine, 


to end my life with death moſt ſure. 
For as no credite thou wilt lend, 


and as mv loue oftends thee ſtill : 
So ſhall thy ſorroiwes haue no end, 


whales that my life maintaines my WIlk 


If that by knowing thee, I could 
leaue off to lone thee as I doo : 
Not to oftend thee, then I would 


leaue off to hil:e and loue thee too, 
But {ince al! louerto thee dooth tend 

and I of force mull loue thee ll: 
Thy greefe (hall neuer have an end, 

whules that my life maintaines my will, 


FINIS. Bar. Yono. 


ENGLANDS' HELICON, 


& Her preſent aunſwere agame to him, 


E thinks thou tak'(t the worſer way, 
NM (Enamoured Sheepheard) and in vaine 
That thou wilt ſecke thine owne decay, 
To !ouc her, that dooth thee diſdaine. 


F or thine owne ſelfe, thy wofull hart 

Keepe hill, clſe art thou much to blame: 
For ſhe to whom thou gau'lt each part 

Of it, diſdaines to take the ſame. 


Follow not her that makes a play, 
And tel} of all the greefe and paines : 


And ſeeke not (Sheepheard) thy decay. 
To louc her that thy loue diſdaines, 


FINIS. Bar. Tong. 


C Flt laf? reple. 


Ince thou to me wert ſo vnkinde, 
My ſe'fe I never loued, for 
I could not loue him in my minde, 
Whom thou (faire Miſtreſle) doo'ſt abhorre. 


S 


If viewins thee, I ſawe thee not, 

And ſeeins thee, I could not loue thee : 
Dvine, 1 ſhould not live (God w ot) 

Nor lung, ſhould to anger mooue thee. 


But it is well that I doo finde 
My lite ſo full of torments, for 
All kinde of i!ls doo fit his minde 
Whom thou(taire Miſtrelle)doo'ſt abhorre. 
V. 3. 


In 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


-In thy obliuion burned now 
My death I haue before mine eyes : 
And hecre to hate my {clte I vow, 


As (crue!l) thou doo'lt me defpile, 


Contented euer thou did(t finde 


Me with thy ſcornes, though neuer (for 
Toſlay the trueth} I 1oyedin minde, 


'Aﬀeer thou did(l my loue abhorre. 


FINIS 


[5. Bar. Yong. 


E Philon he Sheephearad, his Song. 
Hile that the Sunne with his beames hor, 
V Scorched the fruites in vale and mountaine: 
Philon the Sheepheard late forgot, 
Sitting beſides a Chriſtall Fountaine: 
In ſhaddow of a greene Oake tree, 


Vpon his Pipe this Song g plaid he. 
Adicw Loue, adiew Loue, vntrue Loue, 
Vniuc Lowe: vntrue Loue, adiew Loue: 
Your minde 15 1ght, ſoone lolt for new loue. 


So long as I was in young ſight, 
I was as your hait, your ſoule, acid treaſure: 
And euermoreyou fob'd and (igh'd, 
Burning un Alames beyond all eabade, 
Three dayes endured your loue tome : 
Andit was loſtin other three. 
Adiew Louc, adic Louc, vatruc Loue, &c. 


Another Sheepheard you did ſee, 
To whom your hart was ſoone enchained ; 
Full ſoone your loue was leapt from me, 


Full ſoone my place he had obtained. 


Soone 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Soone camea third, your loue to win : 
And we were out, and he was in. 


Adiew Loue. &c. 


Sure you haue made me paſling glad, 

That you your minde ſo foone remoited: 

Before that I the leyſure had, 

Tochooſc you for my beſt beldned 
For all my loue was paſt and done : 
Two day es before 1t was begun. 


Adiew Loue. &c. 
FINTS. Ont of CM. Birds [et Songs, 


{ Lycoris the Nimpb, her ſad Song. 
| by dewe of Roſes,ſtceping her louely cheekes, 


L ycorts thus ſate weeping. 
Ah Dorwu falſe, that haſt my hart bereft me, 
And now vnkinde haſt left me. 
Heare alas, oh heare me, 
Aye me, aye me, 
Cannot my beautie mooue thee? 
Pitty, yet pitty me, 
A Becduſe 1 loue thee. 
Aye me, thou {corn'{t the more I pray thee : 
And this thou doo'ſt, and all to ſlay me. 


Why doo then, 
Kill me, and vaunt thee ; 
Yet my Ghoaſt 
Still hall haunt thee. 
FINIS. Out of M. Morleyes Maarizals. | 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


E To his Flocks. 


Urit foorth my teares, aſ/ift my forward creefe, 
14 ſhew what pame imperin loge prouckes 
Kine tender Lambs, lament Lones (cant releefe, 
ena pine, ſince pen/me care my freedome yoahes, 
Oh pe, to ſee me pine, my tender F locks. 


Sa1p 1ng Care, that nener may hae peace, 

lt Be, n!1es gate , tn hope of pitre buocks : 

But mere ze } trepes, wine dt eepe at! dame ENCYEA, 7, 
e-Tnd Beautic hepem her faire bo, ome yoahes : 


Oh preeae to heare my greefe, my tender Floeks. 


Like to the windes my {i1hs hang winged beene, 
Yet are my /iehs and (utes repaide with mo: che : 
/ P ed: ae, Jet he —_— at 73} tecxe, 

0 ruthl: Ne rtnenr, harder” then the Rocks, 


T hat both the Sh, 'cepheard kills,and his poore T lacks, 
FINIS. 


E To hu Loxe. 


Ome away, come ſfveet Loue, 
The colden morning breakes: 
All the earth, all the ayre, 
Ofloue and pleaſure ſpealces. 
Teach thine armes then to embrace, 
And (wet Rofic hps to kifle : 
And mree our foules in mutuall blifle. 
Fves were made for beauties grace, 
Viewing, wing I oucs long paine: 
Procur'd by beauties rude diſdaine. 


Come 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Come away, come (weet Loue, 

The golden morning walts : 

While che Sunne from his Sphere 

His fterie arrowes calts, 

Making all the ſhadowes flie, 

Playing, ſtaying in the Groaue : 

To entertaine the ſtcalth of loue. 

Thicher ſweee Louelet vs hic 

Flying, dying in defire : 

Wing'd with ſweet hopes and heauenly fire. 


Come away, come ſweet Loue, 

Doo not in vaine adiorne 

Beauties grace that (hould riſe 

Like to the naked morne. 

Lillies on the Rivers ſide, 

And faire 1p 7144 flowers new blowne, 
Delire no b-auries but their owne. 
Ornament is Nu tc vi pride, 

Pleaſure, meature, Loves delight x 

Haſt then ſw.yct Zouc our withed flighe. 


rPINIS. 


& eAnother of bs Cinthia. 


A Waywith theſe ſelfe-louing-Lads, 
Whom Cwpras arrowe neuer glads. 
Away poore foules that igh and weepe, 
In louc of them that lie and ſleepe, 

For (#pidis a Meadow God : 
And forceth none to kille the rod. 


God Cupid; ſhaft like deſtenie, 
Dooth eyther good or ill decree. 


Deſert is borne out of his bowe, 
So Reward 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Reward vpon his feete doth Oe. 


What ſooles are they that have not knowne, 
That Loue likes no lawes but his owne? 


Ny ſongs thi ey be of C:rt/ rar pravſe, 

J] weare her Rinos on | Joliy- d: ves, 

On cuety [rec { write hernamie, 

And cucry day I reade the ſame. 
Where Honor, { e975 nualls: 
T here miracics are ſeene of hus, 


If "mia crave her ring of mee, 

] blot her name out of the tree. 

If doubt doe daiken things eld deere 2 

IT hcn welt. 11C no! It T ONCE a VEETE. 
For many run, but one muſt win: 
Fooelcs onely hedge the Cuckoe in. 


The worth that wortl:ines ſhould moue, 
Is aeTia which 15 the due of love. 
Andlove as we!l t! e Sheepheard can, 
As canthe migh tte Noble man, 
Swect Numph: t15 true, You worthy be, 


Act without loue, nouglit woith to me. 


FINES. 


C » Frethey to hi: Cinthia, 


Y thouohrs arc w ng e with hopes, my hopes with loue, 
Mount lone vnto the Moone m cleerett meht:; 
And laV. as thee doth Nl leh 1CNUeNnS INOUE, 
On earth ſo wanes and wexerh my dehivhe. 
And wiper this but ſoftly In>her cares: 
Hope ott doth hang the head, and trult ſhed teares. 


And 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


And you my thoughts that ſome miſtruſt doe carry, 

If for miſtrul! my Niftrifle doe you blame: 

Sav, though you alter, yet you Goce not varie, 

As ſhee doth chanze, and vet remaine-the ſame, 
Diſtruſt doch enter harrs, but not ike, 
And loue 1s {ivcetell, fcaloned with {uſp e. 


If thee for this, with clowdes Coe mas\ce her eyes, 

And make the heaucns darke witli her diſdaine : 

With windie ſighes diſperſe them in the skyes, 

Or with thy teares dillolue them into rayne. 
Thou 2hts, hopes, and loue, returne to meno more, 
Till {rnthia fhune, as thee hath done betore, 


FINXNIS. 
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Ll The three o1ttine were taben out of <CAlaiter 
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John OUTApe s £-rbe of tal leture for the Lune. the 
Antony; aanes net there jet downe, > therefore left 
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Maontanus Syoract w the woods. 


* Las, how wander I amidlt theſe woods, 
Whereas no day brizht {ine doth fince accetle 2. 
But where the me'. ncholy fleeting floods, 
(Darke as the night) my m:ght of woes expretlc, 

Di bs of reaſon, ſpoy!d of Natt res 0 z0ds, 


VWaithout redrellc to ſalue my hcauinctle 
] walke, whilt chought (too cruel to my harmes,) 


With endlcile oreete my heed!cile rudgement charmes. 


My ſilent tongue a Tailde by ſecrete feare, 
My trayterous eyes unpriſond im theyr 10y 2 
My fatall peace deuour'd in fained cl 1eerc, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


My hart enforc'd to harbour in annoy. 

My reaſon rob'd of power by y eclding care, 

My tond opinions, flave to cuery 10v , 
'S15 be thou guide 1n my vncertaine way? 
Woe to thy boive, thy tie, the cauſe of my decay. 


FINTS: Fo Es D, 


C1 he heepheards ſorrow, temg a/dained in lowe, 


Vſes helpe me, forrow ſwarmeth, 
M Eyes are fraught with Seas of languiſh : 

Hapleſle hope my ſolace harmeth, 

Mundcs repalt is bitter anguith. 


- Oe xm ee a { 2 - - 


Eye of day regarded never, 
Certaine trot} in vvorld vntruſhe : 
Flattering hope begulleth cuer, 
Wearic old, and wanton lu{lie. 


Dawne of day beho!ds enthroned, 
Fortunes darling proud and dreadlefle : 
Darkfome n12ht dooth heare him moaned, 
Who betore was rich and needeleſle. 


| 
| 
| 
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Roo the Spheare of lines vnited, 
Male a ſuddaine vorde in nature: 
Force the day to be benighted, 

| Reaue the cauſe of time ande reature 
Ere the world will ceaſe to varie, 
This I weepe for, this I ſorrow : 
Muſes, it vou pleaſe to tarie, 
Further helpe I mcaneto borrow. 


Courted once by Fortunes fauour, 
. Compalt now with Enuies curlcs:; 


All 
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All my thoughts of forrowes favour, 
Hopes runae Heetins li ke the Souffes, 


Aye me, wanton ſcorne hath maimed 


All the joves ni tart entoye d: 


Thought 5 their think ring ha ue diſcl: ured, 
Hate my hopes [1t1auc quite annoy cd. 


Scant regard my vveale hath ſcanted, 
Looking cov, hath forc'd my lowring : 
Nothing I1l*d. where nothing wanted. 
Weds mine eyes to ceaſclefle ſhowring. 


Former loue was once admired, 

Preſent fauour 15 eltraunged: 

Loath'd the pleaſure long delired, 

Thus both men and thoughes are chauneed. 


Louely Swaine with luckie ſpeeding 
Once, but now no more ſo Lnded” 
You my Flocks haue had in feeding, 


From the morne, till day was ended. 


Drink and fodder, foode and folding, 
Had my Lambs and Ewes together : : 

I with them was (till beholdivg, | 

Both in warmth and Winter weather. 7 


Now thev laneuiſh, ſince refuſed, 
Ewes and Lambs are pain'd with pining: 
I with Ewes and Lambs confuſed, 


All vnt2 our deaths declining, 


Silence, leaue thy Caue obſcured, 
Daignea dolefull Swaine to tender : 
Though difdaines I haue endured. 
Yet Iam no dcepe offender. 


|. 


Philips 
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, 
P!1'inr Sonne can with his finger 
# Ln 
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Triftes vet my Swaine haue twined, 

yy | Y ? ' 

j MY SUNNECe NCnNcuer LOVWCECEIL 
i weere | am not mouined 


l 
. 
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CV (} a! 11126 i tf tlice encloſed, 
] will loath my pen and Paper : 
Artihallncuet r be fuppoled, 
Sloth ſhal! quench the watching Taper. 


kille them liience, kifie them kindly, 
thous] lcanethem vet I loue _ . 
FIT! 


Though my wil A ____ led them blindly, 
Yet a Swaine aid once approuethem. 


| 
| 
| 
| 


] will crrauatle ſoiles remoued, 
Nizht and morning never merrie ? 
Th: "1 halth Shane th wor oued, 

I will louc that makes me wearie. 
[f nercha aunce the Sheepheard fraveth, 
I 1) el v walks and {1 ades vahaun ted ; 
Tell % ze tcene my hart betrayeth, 
I} 

&S +4 


I neglect my 1oyes have daunted, 


FINTIS. Tho: L. ore. 
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P aftoral! *eng betweene Phillis and Amarillis, wo Iirmphes, 
each arnſwerms other line for line, 


Te on the l:ights that men demiſe, 
"7 hergh hoe lithe fleights ; 
Vhen ſimple Mavdes they w ould entice, 
Nlaides are vong mens chiele delights, 
Nay, women they witc|: with their eyes, 
evcs like lheames of burning Sunne ; 


And men once caught, they ſoone defpile, 
lo aic Shcepheards oft vudone. 


If any young man win a maide, 
happy man 15 he: 
By truſting him the 1s betrarde, 
fic vpon {uch treacherie. 
If Maides win young men with their guiles, 
heigh hoe 2uilefull greefe : 
They deale like weeping Crocodiles, 
that murther men without releefe, 


I know a imple Country Hinde, 
hetgh hoe fille Swaine : 
To whom faire Daphne prooued kinde, 
was he not kinde fo her againe ? 
He vowed by as with many an oath, 
hergh hoe Sheepheards God is hes 
Yet fince hath « hang'd, and broke his troath, 
troth-plight broke, will plagued be. 


She had deceaued manv a Swaine, 

fie on falſe decette : 
And plizhted froath to them in vaine, 

there can be no greefe more great, 
Her meaſure was with mea'ure pare, 

heigh hoe, height hoe cquall meede: 


She 
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She was beguil'd that had betraide, 
{o {ha!l all deceauers ſpeede. 


If cucry Maide werelike tome, 
heizh hoe hard of hart : 
Both loue and louers ſcorn'd ſhould be, 
{corners thall be ſure of {mart. 
If cuery Maide were of my minde, 
hcigh hoe, heigh hoe louely ſweete : 
They to thei Louers ſhould} prooue kinde, 
kindnes 1s for NMaydens mcete. 


Me thinks loueis an idle toy, 


he1: gh hoe bulie paine : 
Both wit and ſence it dooth annoy, 


both ſence & wit thereby we gaine. 
Tulh 7hi!t ceaſe, be not fo coy, 

heieh hoe,heigh hoe coy diſdaine : 
I know you loue a Sheepheards boy, 

fie that Maydens ſo ſhould faine. 


Well eAmarills, now I yeeld, 


Sheepheards pipe aloude : 
Louec conquers both in towneand field, 


like a Tiranr, fierceand proude. 
The cuening ſtarre 1s vp ye lee, 


Veffer ſhines, we muſt away : 
Wouldeuery Louer might agree, 


ſo we end, our Roundclay , 


FINIS. H. (. 
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The Sheepheards «Antheme. 

Fere to a bancke with Roſes ſet abour, 
Where prettie Turtles ioyning bill to bill : 
And gentle ſprings ſteale ſoftly murmuring out, 
Waſhing the foote of pleaſures facred hill. 

There little Loue ſore wounded yes, 

his bow and arrowes broken : 
Bedewde with teares from Vemes eyes, 


Oh that it ſhould be ſpoken. 


Beare him my hart, ſlaine with her ſcornfull eye, 
Where ſticks the arrow that poore hart did kill : 
With whoſe ſharpe pyle, yet will him ere he die, 
About my hart to write his lateſt will, 
And bid himſendit backe to mee, 
at inſtant of his dying : 
T hat cruell, crucll ſhee may ſce, 
my fayth and her denying, 


His Hearſe ſhall be a mournfull Cypres ſhade, 
And for a Chauntrie, Philomels ſweet lay : 
Where prayer ſhall continually be made, 
By Pilgrime lovers, paſſing by that way. 
With Numphs and Sheepheards yeerely mone, 
his timelefle death beweeping : 
And telling that my hart alone, 


hath his laſt will in keeping, 
FINIS. CAMich, Drayton, 


The Comnteſſe of Pembrookes Pailorall 
Sheepheard and a Sheepheardelſle, 
A late keeping ſheepe vpon the downes : 
His lookes did gentle blood expreſle, 
her beauty was no f»2de for clownes. 
Sweet loucly twaine, what might you be ? 
þ 


Two 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Two fronting hills bede& with flowers, 
they choſe to be each others ſeate : 
And there they ſtole theyr amorous houres, 


with f1ghes and —_— lovers meate, 
Fond Loue that feed'ſt thy ſeruants (o. 


Faire freend, quoth he, when ſhall I liue, 
That am balfe dead, yet cannot die ? 
Can beautie ſuch (harpe guerdon give, 
' to him whoſe life hangs in your eye ? 


Beautic is milde, and will not kill. 


Sweet Swaine, quothſhee, accuſe not mee, 
that long haue been thy humble chrall : 
But blame the angry deſtimie, 
whoſe kinde conſent might finiſh all, 
Vngentle Fate, to croſle true loue., 


 Quoth hee, let not our Parents hate, 
diſioyne what heaven hath linckt in one: 
They may repent, and all roo late 
if chyldleſle they be left alone. 


Father nor freend, ſhould wrong true loue. 


The Parents frowne, ſaid ſhee, is death, 
to children that arc heldin awe : 

From them we drew our vitall breath, 
they challenge dutic then by law, 
Such dutic as kills not true loue. 


They haue, quoth hee, a kinde of ſway, 
on theſe our earthly bodies heere : 
But with our ſoules deale not they may, 
the God of louc doth hold them deere. 
Hee is molt mcetto rule true louc. 


T- 
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I know, ſaid ſhee, tis worſe then hell, _ 
when Patents choyſe mult pleaſe our eyes: 
Great hurt cones thereby, I cantell, 
forc'd louc in deſperate danger dies. 
Fayre mayde, then fancie thy true loue. 


If wee, quoth hee, might ſce the houre, 
of hat {weet ſtate which neuer ends, 
Our heauenly gree might haue the power, 
to make our Parents as deere treends. 
All rancour yeelds to ſoucraine louc. 


Then God of loue, ſayd ſhee, conſent, 
and ſhew ſome wonder of thy power : 
Our Parents,and our owne content, 
may be confirmde by ſuch an houre, 
Graunt greateſt God to further loue, 


The Fathers, who did alwayes tend, 
when thus they gat theyr priuate walke, 
As happy fortune chaunc'd to ſend, 
vnknowne to each, heard all this calke. 
Poore ſoules to beſo croll in loye. 


Behind the hills whereon chey ate, 
they lay this while and liſtned all: 

And were ſo moouted both thereat, 
that hate in each began to fall. 
Such is the power of facred loue. 


They ſhewed themſclues in open light, 
poore Louers, Lord how they were mazde ? 
And hand in hand the Fathers plight, 
whereat (poore harts) they gladly gazde. 


Hope now begins to further loue. 
T 2. 
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And to confirme a mutuall band, 
of loue, that at notime ſhould ceaſle : 
They likewiſe 1oyned hand in hand, 
x. the Sheepheard and the Shecpheardeſle. 
Like fortune {hill befall erue louc. 
FINTIS. Shep. Tome. 


eAnother of Aſtrophell. 
He Nightingale ſo ſoone as Aprill bringeth 
| Vnto her reſted ſence a perfect waking : 
While late bare carth, whe of newe clothing ſpringeth, 
Sings out her woes. a thorne her Song-booke making. 
And mournfully bewayling 
Her throate in tunes expreſleth, 
What greefe her breſt oppreſleth, 
For Tere force, on her chaſt will preualling. 
Oh Phuamela faire, oh take ſome g)adnes, 
That heere is tuſter cauſe of plaintfull faunes. 
T hine earth now ſprings, mine fadeth : 
Thy thorne without, my thorne my hart inuadeth. 


Alas, ſhee hath no other cauſe of languiſh 
But Tere: lone, on her by ſtrong hand wroken : 
Wherein ſhe ſuffering all her ſpirits languiſh, 
Full woman-lke complanes, = will was broken. 
But I, who daily crauing, 
Cannot haue to content mee : 
Haue more cauſe to !ament mee, 
Sith wanting 1s more woe, then too much having, 
Oh 7hilamela faire, oh take ſome 2ladnes, | 
T hat heere is iuſter cauſe of plaintfull ſadnes, 
Thine carth now ſprings, mine fadeth : 
Thy thorne without, my thorne my hart inuadeth. 


FINIS. S. Phil. Sidney. 
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"0 Faire Phillis and her Sheepheard, 


my faire Jouely Ph1/ks, 
Walking on this mountaine, 
or on yonder plaine? 
Sheis gone this way to Dranaes Fountaine, 
and hath left me wounded, 
with her high diſdaine. 
Aye me, ſhe is faire, 
And without compare, 
Sorrow come and fit with me: 
Loue is full of feares, 
Loue is full of teares, 
Loue without theſe cannot be. 
Thus my paſſions paine me, 
For my love hath ſlaine me, 
Gentle Sheepheard beare a part : 
Pray to (#pidr mother, 
For I know no other 


that can helpe to eaſe my ſmart. 


Sheepheard, I haue ſcene 
thy faire louely Phells 
Where her flocks are feeding, 
by the Rivers ide : 
Oh, I muſt admire 
ſhe ſo farre exceeding 
In ſurpaſling beautie, 
ſhould ſurpaſle in pride. 
But alas I finde, 
They are all vnkinde 


Beauty knowes her power too well: 


When they liſt, they loue, 
When they pleaſe, they moue, 


thus they turne our heauento hell. 


Y. 3. 
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Y Heepheard, ſaw you not Fine af” ronfor utlu ir 


For 
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For their faire eyes glauncing, 
Like to { piar dauncing, 


roule about {hill co deceaue vs; 
With vaine hopes deluding, 
Sull dilpraiſe concluding, 


Noi they lows, and now they leaue vs. 


Thus I doo deſpaire, 
hauc her I {hall ncuer, 
If ſhe be fo coy, 
lolt 1s all my loue: 
But ſhe is fo faire 
I mult loue her cuer, 
All my paine 1s 10y, 
with for her I proue. 
If I ſhould her ene, 
And the ſhould denic 
heauic hart with woe will breake: 
Though againlt my will, 
Tongue thou muſt be {Ull, 
for ſhe will not heare thee pores. 
Then with ſighs goe prooue her, 
Let them ſhew I] loue her, 


ere cious Venu be my guide: 
But though 1 complaine me, 


She wall (hill diſdaine me, 
beauty is ſo tullpf pride. 


What chough ſhe be faire? 


f peak c,and fcarenot ſpeeding, 
Be ſhe nere ſo coy, 


yet ſhe may be wunne: 
Voto hex __ 


where her Flocks are _onngy 
Sit and tick and toy 


all ſer be the Sunne. 


Tunne 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Sanne then being ſer, 
Feare not Vulcanes net, 
though that far: therein was caughe : 
If ſhe doo denie 
Thus to her replic 
Venuwlawes ſhe maſt be taughe. 
Then with kiſſes mooue her, 
That's the way to prooue her, 
thus thy Phils mult be wone: 
She will not forfake thee, 
But her Louc will make thee, 


When Loucs duty onceis done. 


Happie ſhall I be, 
If ſhe graunt me fauour, 


Elſe for loue I die 
Phulks is (o faire: 
Boldly then goe fee, 
thou maiſt quickly hauc her, 
Though ſhe ſhould denie, 
yet doo not deſpaire. 
She 1s full of pride, 
Venus be my guide, . oh 
helpe a fillieSheepheards { : 
Vſeno fach delay, w_ 
Sheepheard, goe thy way, 
venture man and doo the deede. © 
1 will fore complaine me, 
Say that louec hath ſlaine thee, 
| if her fauours doo not feede :] 
But take no deniall, 


Stand vpon thy triall, 
ſpare toſpeake, and want of ſpeede. 


FINIS. mi LG. 
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& The Shcephearas Song of Venus and Adonis. 


| J Emu faire did ride, 
TR {iluer Doues they drew her, 
# By the pleaſant lawnds 


cre the Sunne did riſe : 
Ueitae;beautic rich . 
opend wide to view her, 
Philomel records 
pleaſing Harmonies. 
Euery bird of ſpring 
cheerefully did ſing, 
Þ aphos Goddeſle they (alute : 
Now Loues Queene lofaire, 
had of mirth no care, 
for her Sonne had made her mute. 
In her breaſt ſo tender 
Hea lhaft did enter, 
when her eyes beheld a boy : 
eAdonu was he named, 
By his Mother ſhamed, 
yet he now is Yews ioy. 


Him alone ſhe met, 
ready bound for hunting, 
Him ſhe kindly greetes, -' ' 
and his 10urney ſtayes : 
Him ſheſeekes to kiſle 
no deuiſes wanti 
Him her eyes {hill wooe, 
him her tongue ſtill prayes. 
He with bluſhiogred 
Hangeth downe the head, 
-not a kiſle can he afford: 
His aces turn'd away, 
Silence ſayd her nay, 
{till ihe woo'd him for a word. 
| Speake 
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Speake ſhee ſaid thou faireſt, 
Beautie thou impaireſl}, 
ſee mee, I am pale and wan: 
Louers all adore mee, 
I for loue implorethee, 
chriſtall teares with that downe rag. 


Him heere-with ſhee forc'd 
to come fit downe by her, 
Shee his necke embrac'de 
gazing in his face: * 
Heelike once transformd 
ſtird no looke to eye her 
Euery hearbe did wooe him 
growing in that place. 
Each bird with a dittie, 
prayed him for pitty 
in behalfe of beauties Queene: 
Waters gente murmour, 
craued him to loucher, 
yet no liking could be ſcene. 
Boy ſhec fayd, looke on mee, 
StllI gaze vpon thee, 
ſpeake I pray thee wy delight : 
Coldly hee replyed, 
Andin breefe denyed, 
to beltow on her a fighe. 


I am now too young, 

to be wunne by beauty, 
* Tender are my yeceres . 

I amyetabud: 

Fayre thou arr, ſhee ſaid 

then it is thy dutic, 
Wert thou but a bloſlome 

to effe&t my good. 

Euery beautcous flower, 


boaſteth in my power, 
Z. Byrds 
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Byrds and beaſts my lawes effeR: 
CIHurha thy faire mother, 
molt of any other, 
did my lovely heſts reſpe&. 
Be with me delighted, 
Thou ſhalt be requited, 
eucry Nimph on thee ſhall tend: 
All che Gods (hall loue thee, 
Man ſhall not reproue thee, 
Loue himſeltc ſhall be thy freend. 


Wend thee from mee Ven, 
I am not diſpolcd, 
Thou wring'ſt mee too hard, 
pre-thee let me goe : 
Fic, what a paine it 15 
thus to.be encloſed, 
If loue begin with labour, 
it will end in woe. 
kiſle mee, I will leaue, 
heere a kifle recerwe, 
a ſhort kiſle I doe it find : 
Wilt thou leaue me ſo ? 
yet thou ſalt not goe, 


breathe once more thy balmie wind. 
Tt ſmelleth of che Mith-tree, 
That to the world did bring thee, 
never was perfume ſo ſweet ; 
When (he had thus {| poken, 
Shee gaue him a token, 
and theyr naked boſoms meet. 
Now hee ſayd, let's goe, 
harke, the hounds are crying, 
Gricſhe Boare 1s vp, pe 
Hunt{-men follow faſt : 
At the name of Boare, 
Vena leemed dying, 


Deadly 
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Deadly coloured pale, 
Roſes ouer-calt. 
Speake ſayd ſhee, no more, 
of following the Boare, 
thou vnfit for ſuch a chaſe: 
Courſe the fearctull Hare, 
Venſon doe not ſpare, 
if thou wilt yeeld Ven grace. 
Shun the Boare I pray thee, 
Elſe I (hll will ſtay thee, 
herein he vowed to pleaſe her minde, 
Then her armes enlarged, 
Loth (hee him diſcharged, 
forth he went as ſwift as winde. 


Thetis Phx bu: Steedes 
in the Weſt retained, 
Hunting ſport was paſt, 
Loue her loue did ſeeke : 
Sight of 11m too ſoone 
gentle Queene ſhee gained, 
Oan:the ground he lay 
blood had left his cheeke. 
For an orped Swine, 
ſmit him in the groyne, | 
deadly wound his death did brine : 
Which when Vena found, a: 
ſhee fell in a ſwound, 
and awakte, her hands did wring, 
' Nimphs and Satires skipping, 
Came together tripping, 
Eccho euery cry exprelt : 
Uenu by her power, 
Turnd him to a flower, 
which ſhee weareth in her creaſt, 
FINTS. 
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& Thurſis the Sheepheard his deaths ſong, 


. 
Hixſi: to die deſired, 
marking her eyes that to his hart was neereſt : 


And ſhee that with his fame no lefſewas ficred, 
ſayd tolhim : Oh hart's louc deereſ? : 
| Alas, forbeare to die now, 
By thce 1 live, by thee 1 wiſh to dic too. 


Thirſr that heate refrained, 
wherewith to die poore louer then hee haſted, 
Thinking it death while hee his lookes maintained, 
full fixed on her eyes, full of pleaſure, 
and loucly Nectar ſweet from them he taſted. 
His daintice Numph, that now at hand efpyed 
the haruelt of loues treaſure, 
Said thus, with eyes all trembling, faint and waſled : 
I die now, 
The Sheepheardtken replyed, 
and I fweet life doe die too. 


Thus theſe two Lovers fortunately dyed, 
Ot death ſo ſweer, fo happy, and ſo deſired : 
That to dic ſo againe their life retired. 


FINTS. Out of Mater N. Young 
h:s Muſica Tranſalpina. 
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C e Another Tana added after, 
T Hir/is emioyed the graces, 
Ot Chloris lweet embraces, 
Yet both theyr tovyes were (canted : 
For darke it was, and candle-h1ght they wanted. 
W herewith kinde Cizthia in the heauen that ſhined, 
her nightly vailerehgned, 
and her faire face dilcloſed. 
Then each from others lookes ſuch ioy deriued : 


That both with meere delight dyed, and reuived. 
FINTS. Ont of the /ame. 
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& enother Sonet thence taken. 


with flowers and hearbs, which Warzers froft exileth : 
Progne wow chirpeth, Philomel lamentesh, 

Flora the Gar lanits white and red compuleth: 
Fields doo rewoyce, the frownmy shie relenteth, 

Toue to bebol4 his deare#t daughter {mileth : 

The ayre,the water, the earth to toy con/enterh, 

each creature now to lone him reconcileth. 
But wh me wretch, the [tormes of woe perſener, 

ani hearue rohs which from my hart ſhe ſtraineth 
That tooke thee) thereof to heauen for ener, 

ſo that ſmoing of birds, and ſpring-times flowrmg : 


end Ladies lowe that mens affeftion gameth, 
are like a Deſert, and cruell beats denourme. 


Fg Ephirus brings the time that /weetly ſemteth 


FINIS. 


C T he © heepheards [ermber. 


o1ves care till Buck be kild: 
And little Lads with pipes of corne, 

ſate keeping beaſts a field. 

I went to gather Strawheries tho, 
by Woods and Groaues full faire : 

And parcht my face with Phabus ſo, 
in walking in the avre. 

That downe 1 lay -de me by a ſtreame, 
with boughs all ouer-clad : 

And there I met the ſtraunzeR dreame, 


bp Peſcod time, when Hound to horne, 


that euer Sheepheard had 
Me thought I faw each Chriſtmas game, _ 
each reuell all and ſome : 
L. 3. And 
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And euery thing that I can name, 
or may 11} tancic COmMe. 
Thelſubllance of the ſights I ſaw, 
in t:lence palle they ſhall : 
Becauſe | lack the kill to runes 
the order of them all. 
But 7 e-4 thall not palle ny pen, 
whole maydens in diſdaine : 
Did tced vpon the harts of men, 
that (up tas bowe had Dans. 
And that blinde boy was all in blood, 
be-bath'd to the eares : 
Andlike a Conquerour he (tood, 
and {corned Louers teares. 
I haue (quoth he) more harts at call, 
then {/ar could commaund : 
Andlikethe Dearc I make them fall, 
that runneth o're the lawnd. 
One drops downe heere, another there, 
in bullies as they groane} 
I bend aſcornfull carcleſſecare, 
to heare them make their moane. 
Ah Sir (quoth Hereft AMeamng) then, 
t; in boy-1i -1ke brags I heare: 
When thou haſt wounded many a man, 
as Hunt-man doth the Deare. 
Becomes it thee to triumph ſo 2 
thy Mother wills it not: 
For ſhe had rather breake thy bowe, 
then thou ſhouldſt bra the ſor. 4 
What ſaucie merchant ſpeaketh now, 
fayd V-nw in her rage: 
Art thou ſo blinde thou [now et not how 
I gouerne every age? 
My Sonne doth ſhootenoſhaftin waſt, 
to me the boy is bound : 
He neucr found a hart ſo chaſt, 
but he had power to wound, 


Not 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
Not fo faire Goddeſle (quoth Free-wsl,) 


in me there is a choile : 
And cauſe I am of mine owne ll, 
if I in thee retoyce. 
And when I yeeld my felfe a ſlaue, 
to thee, or to thy Sonne : 
Such recompence I ought not haue, 
if things be rightly done. 
Why foole (tept forth Delight, and ſaid, 
when thou art conquer'd thus : 
Then loedame [.#7, that wanton maide, 
thy Miſtreſle is iwus. 
And Ln 1s (ids darling deere, 
behold her where ſhe goes: 
She creepes the milk-warme fleſh ſo neere, 
ſhe hides her vnder cloſe. 
Where many priuic thoughts doo dwell, 
a heauen heere on carth-: 
For they haue never minde of hell, 
they thinke ſo much on mirth. 
Be il Good , Leann. quoth Good Sport, 
let (rapid triumph make : 
For ſure his Kingdome (hall be ſhort 
if weno pleaſure take. 
Faire Beattie, and her play-feares gay, 
the virgins /*5Zals too: 
Shall fit and with their fingers play, 
as idle people doo, 
It Hone#? Means fall eo frowne, 
and I Good Sport decay : 
Then Yenus glory will come downe, 
and they will pine away. 
Indeede (quoth 7#) this your deuice, 
with {traungenes muſt be wrought, . 
And where you (ce theſe women nice, 
and looking co be ſoughe : 
With ſcowling browes their follics check, 


——andlo oiue them the Fig: | - 
: ct 


* OT — > —_——————_—_——_ — 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Let Fancie be no more at beck; 
when Beare lookes fo big, 

When Venus heard how they confpir'd, 
to murther women lo : 

Me thought indeede the houſe was fier'd, 
with {tormes ana hohtning tho. 


T he thunder-bo! through windowes burſt. 


and in their ſteps a wight : : 
Which {cen d ſome loule or ſprite accuiſt, 
ſo vgly was the fight. 
I charze y ou Ladics all | 'quoth he) 
looke to your (clues m haſt : 
For 1f that men fo wiltull be, 
and haue their thoughes lo chaſt 
And they can tread on {rpd; brelt, 
and martch on Vere face ; 
Then they (hall ſlcepe in quiet reſt, 
when you ſhall waile your caſe. 
With chat had 7: all in ſpight, 
ſtir'd vp the Dames to ite : 
And Lai tel | cold, and Prartie white, 
ſate babling with Deſve. 
Whoſe mutt'ring words ] mizht not marke, 
mueh w hifpering chere aroſe: : 
The day did lower, the Sunne wext darke, 
away each Lac ay 20s. 
But whether went this angry flock, 
our Lord him-ſelfc doth know : 
Where-with full lowdly crewe the Cock, 
and I awaked o. 
A dreame (quoth I?) a doggeit is, 
I take thereon no keepe : : 
I gage my head, ſuch toyes as this; 
dooth ſpring from lack of lleepe. 


FINTS. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


N wonted walkes, ſince wonted fancies change, 
Some cauſe there is, which of ſtrange cauſe doth riſe : 


For in each thing whereto my minde doth range, 
Part of my paine me (cemes engraued lies. 


The Rockes which were of conſtant minde, the marke 
In climbing ſteepe, now hard refuſall ſhouw : 
The ſhading woods ſeeme now my ſunne to darke, 


And (tately hils diſdaine to looke fo low. 


The reſtfull Caues, now reſtleſle viſions giue, 

In dales I ſee cach way a hard aſſent : 

Like late mowne Meades, late cut from ioyT liue, 
Alas, ſweet Brookes, doe in my teares augment. 


Rocks, woods, hills, caues, dales, meades brookes aunſiyer mee : 


Infeed mindes infect cach thing they ſee. 
FINIS. S. Phil. Sidney, 


Of ai/dainfull Daphne. 
Hall I fay that I bh 19 fe 
g | Daphnediſdainfull ? 
Soreit coſts as I proue you, 
louing is painful. 


Shall I ſay what doth grecue mee? 
| Louers lament it : 
Daphne will not releeue mee, 
_ _ lIateTrepentit, 


Shall I dye, ſhall I perriſh, 
through her vakindnes? 

Loue vntaught loue to cheriſh, 
ſheweth his blindnes. 


Shall the hills, ſhall the valleyes, 
the fieldes the Cittie, 


Aa With 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


With the found of my out-cryes, 
moue her to pittie ? 


The deepe falls of fayre Rivers, 
and the windes turning : 

Are the true mulique giuers, 
vnto my Mourning. 


Where my flocks daily feeding, 
pining for ſorrow: 

At their maiſters hart bleeding, 
ſhot with Loues arrow. 


From her eyes to my hart-ſtring, 
. was the [ſhaft launced : 

It made all the woods to.ring, 
by which it glaunced. 


When this Nimph had vide me fo, 
then ſhe did hide her : 

Haplefle I did Daphne know, . 
hapleſle I ſpyed her. 


Thus Turtle-like I waild me, 


for my loues looſing : 


Daphne: truſt thus did faile me, 
woe worth ſuch chuling, 


FINIS. -  M.H. Nowel, - 
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E The paſrionate Sheepheard to his lone. FE | 


(and hue with mee, and be my Joue, 


And we will all the pleaſures proue, 
That Valles, groues, hills and fieldes, | 
Wood, or {tcepie mountaine yeeldes. ; + 1 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


And wee will fit vpon the Rocks, 

Secing the Sheepheards feedetheyr flocks, 
By ſhallow Rmers, to whoſe falls, 
Mclodious byrds fings Madrigalls. 


And Lwill make thee beds of Roſes, 
Anda thouſand fragrant poelics, 

A cap of flowers, and a kirtle, 
Imbroydred all with leaucs of Mittle. 


A gowne made of the fineſt wool|, . 

w ich from our pretty Lambes we pull, 
Fayre lined ſlippers for the cold : 

With buckles of the purelt gold. 


A belt of ſtraw, and Juic buds, 

With Corall claſps and Amber ſtuds, 
Andaiftheſe pleafures may thee moue; 
Come live with mee, and be my loue. 


The Sheepheards Swaines ſhall daunce &ſing, 
For thy delight each May-morning, 

If chefedelights thy minde may moue 

Thcn live with mee, and be wy loue: 


FINTS. Chr, Carlow, 


oa 
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The Nth hs reply to the Sheepheard. 
F all the world and loup were young, 
[an truth in every Sheepheards tongue, 
Theſe pretty plcaſures might me mouc, 
To live with thee, and be thy loue. 


Time drives the flocks from field to fold, 
When Riuers rage, and Rocks grow cold, 
And Philomell becommeth dombe, 


Thereſt complaines of cares to come. 
Aa. 2. 


ENGLANDS' HELICON, 
Tlie flowers doe fade, & wanton fieldes, 


To wayward winter reckoning yeeldes, 
A honny tongue, a hart of gall, 
Is fancics ſpring, but forrowes fall. 


Thy gownes, thy ſhooes, thy beds of Roſes, 

T hy cap, thy kutle, and thy pockies, 

Soone breake, ſoone wither, ſpone forgotten : 
In ſollie ripe, in reafon rotten. 


Thy belt of ftraw and Juig buddes, 
Thy Corall claſpes and Amber [tuddes, 
All theſe 1n mee no meanes can moue, 
To come to thee, and be thy loue. 


But could youth laſt, and loue ſtil] breede, 
Had ioyes no date, nor age no neede, 

Then theſe delights my minde might moue, 
Tolue with thee, and be thy loue. 


FINIS. Tenoto. 


C e Another of the ame nature, mae ſimce. 
(ans Ive with mee, and be my deere, 


And we will reuel] all the yeere, | 
In plaines and groaucs, on hills and dales : 
Where fragrant ayre breedes ſweeteſt gales, 


There ſhall you have the beauteous Pine, 
The Cedar, and the ſpreading Vane, 
Andall the woods to be a Skreene : 

Leaſt Phoebe kifle my Sommers Queene. 


The ſeate for your diſport ſhall be 
Ouer ſome Rmer in a tree, 

Where ſilver ſands, and pebbles ſing, 
Eternall ditties with the ſpring, 


There 


There ſhall you ſce the Nimphs at play, 
And how the Satires ſpend the day, 
The fiſhes gliding on the ſands: 
Offering their bellies to your hands. 


The birds with heauenly tuned throates, 
Poſleſle vvoods Ecchoes with ſweet noates, 
Which to your fences will impart, 


A muſique to enflame the hart. 


Vpon the bare and leafe-lefle Oake, 
The Ring-Dones wooings will prouoke 
A colder blood then you polleſle, 

To play with me and doono lefle. 


In bowers of Laurell trimly dight, 
We will out-weare the ſilent night, 
While Flora buſic is to ſpread: 
Her richeſt treaſure on our bed. 


Ten thouſand Glow-wormes ſhall attend, 
Andall their ſparkling bghes ſhall fpend, 
All to adorne and beautihe : 

Your lodging with moſt maicſtie. 


Thenin mine armes will I enclofe 
Lillies faire mixture with the Roſe, 
Whoſe nice perfeftions in loues play : ' 
Shall tune me to the higheſt key. 


Thus as we paſſe the welcome night, 
In ſportfull pleaſures and delight,f 
The nimble Fairies on the grounds, 


Shall daunce and ſing mellodious ſounds. 


If theſe may ſerve for to entice, 
Your preſence to Loucs Paracice, 


| Aa. 3. 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Then come with me, and be my Deare: 
And we will ſtraite begin the yeare, 


FINTIS; | Ionoro, 


—_ a 


4 T be WW, o6d-mans walke. 


" Hrough i faire Forreſt as T went 
vpon a Sommers day, 


I met a Wood-man queint and gent, 
yet in {trange ar hb 
] meruail'd much at 31s diſqui c, 
whom I did know ſo well: 
But thus in tearmes both grauc and wiſe, 
his minde he ganto tell,/.'_ 1; 
Friend, muſe not at this fond aray, © * + 4, 
but liſt a while tomes ©". 4. 
Foc it hath holpe me to ſuruay LI: 
what I ſhall ſhew to thee. * 
Long liu'd I in this Forreſt faite, 
tr] weane of my xeale: 
Abroadein walks I would repaice; 
as now I will reucale. . © 
My firſt dayes walke was to the Court, 
where Beautic fed mine eyese | 
Yetfound Ithat the Courtly ſport, 
did maske in ſhe diſguiſe. 
For falſhood fatc in faireſt Jookes, 
and Fiend to friend was coy: 
Court-lauour bill'd but empty bookes,. . 
and there i tound no ioy; 
Deſert went naked in the cold, 
when crouching craft was fed : 
Sweet words were cheapely bought and ſold, 
but none that ſtood in ſted, 
Wit was imployed for each mans owne, 


plaie meaning came tov ſhort : 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


All theſe deuiſes ſeene and knowne, 
made me forſake the Court, 


Vato the Citty next I went, 
1n hope of better hap : 
Where liberally I launch'd and ſpent, 
as ſet on Fortunes lap. 


Thelittle ſtock I had in ſtore, 
me thought would nere be done: 


Friends flockt about me more and more, 
as quickly loſt as wone. 


For when I ſpent, they then were kinde, 
but when my purſe did faile : 


The formoſt man came laſt behinde, 
thus loue with wealth doth qualle, 


Once more for footing yet I ſtrove, 
although the world did frowne : 


Bue they before that held me vp, | 
together troad me downe. 
And leaſt once more I ſhould ariſe, 
they ſought my quite decay ; 
Thea got Tinto this diſguiſe, 
and thence I ſtole away. 


Andin my minde (me thought) I ſide, 
Lord bleſle me from the Cittie : 


Where ſ1mplenes is thus betraide, 
and no remorce or pittie, 


Yet would I not giue ouer ſo, 
A but once more trie my fate: 


And to the Country then goe, 
to liue in qaict [Nate. 
There did appeare no ſubtile ſhowes, 
+ but yea and nay went ſmoothly : 


But Lord how Country-folks can gloſe, 
when they ſpeake molt ſoothly. 


More craft was in a buttond cap, 
and in an old willes rayle: 


Then in my life it was my hap, 
toſec on Downe or Dalc. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON,. 


There was ro open forgerie, 
but vnder-hanged gleaning : 
Which they call Country pollicie, 
but hath a wotſer meaning, 
Some good bold-face beares out the wrong, 
becauſc he gaines thereby : 
The poore mans back is crackt ere long, 
yet there he lets him lye. 
And no degree among them all, 
but had ſuch cloſe intending : 
That I vpon my knees did fall, 
and prayed for their amending. 
Back to the vvoods I got againe, 
in minde perplexed ſore: 
Where I found caſe of all this paine, 
and mcaneto ſtray no more. 
There, Citty, Court, nor Country too, 
can any way annoy me: 
But as a vvood-man ought to doo, 
I freely may imploy me. 
There hue I quietly alone, 
and none to trip my talke: 
Wherefore when I am dead and gone, 
thipk on the Wood-mans walke. 


FINTS. Shep.\Fomie. | 
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© Thirfis the Sheepheard, to hrs Tipe. 


Swch 15 my wounaed hart, whom ſorrow payneth, - 


The T reex are fatall ſhaft, to death irmyed, 
T hat cruel love within my breaft maintaineth, 
To whet my greefe, when as my ſorrow wayneth. 


Ihe Deſert woods, with darkeſome ſhades ob/ſemped, . * 
Where dreadful beafts, where hatefyull horror raipnerk -- 


The 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 
T he ghaith beats, my thoughts in caves aſſured, 


Which wage me warre, while hart no ſucconr gaineth: 


With falſe ſufett, and feare that ſtill remaineth. 


The horroys, burning ſighs by cares procured, 
Which foorth I ſend, whilst weeping eye complaineth : 
T 0 coole the heate, the helpleſſe hart contameth, 


But ſhafts, but cares, but ſighs, herrors unrecursd, * 
Were nought efteen#d, if for theſe pames awarded: 
Hy faithfull lone by her might be regarded. 


FINIS. {pnoto, 


{ Anexcellent Sonnet of a Nimph, 


Ertue, beauty, and ſpeach, did ſtrike, wound, charme, 
CM) hart,eyes,cares, with wonder, lone, delight : 
Fir#t, ſecond, laft, aid binde, enforce, and arme, 


t. 


T hus honour, hiking truft,mmch,farre,and deepe, 
Hell, pear#t, poſe, my indgement, ſence and will; 
T ill wrongs, comempt, deceite,chd grow ſteale, creepe, 


Bands, fanonr, faith, to breaks, defile, and hill. 


T hen greefe, unkindnes, proofe,tooke, kindled, taught, 
Well grounded, noble, due, ſpite, rage, di/dame * 
But ah alas,(in vame ) my minde, ſight, thought, 
Dooth him his face fs words leaue ſrenne, refraine. 
For nothingtime roy place, can looſe,quench,eaſe : 
.. Cline owne, embraced, ſought knot fire, diſeaſe. 


FINIS. S. Phil. Sidvey, 


Hu works, ſhowes,ſmtes,vith wit grace, and vowes-mght. 


. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C «A Report Song ina dreame, betweene a Sheepheard 
"and his Nemph. 


Wy we goe daunce the hay? The hay? 


Neuer pipe could cucr play 
better Sheepheards Roundelay. 


Shall we goe ling the Song ? | The Song ? 
Neuer [one did ever wrone : 
faire Maides hold hands all a-long, 


Shall we goclearne to woo ? To woo? 
Neuer thought came cuer to0, 
better devde could better doo. 


Shall we goe learne to kiſle ? To kiſle? 
Neuer hart could cuer miſle 
comfort, where true meaning 15. 


Thus at baſe they run, They run, 
When the tang was ſcarſe bezun : 
but 1 wakt, and all was done. 


FINTIS. NN. Breton. 
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CE eAnother of the ſame. 


I that I ſhould fay, I bue ye 2 


wou'd you fay, tis but a laying ? 
But1f Louc in prayers mooue ye ? 


will you not be moou'd with praying ? 


Think I think chat Love ſhould know ye 2 
will you thinke, tis but a thinking 2 

Sur if Love the thought doo (};ow ve, 

wilt ye loofe your eycs with winking ? 


Write 


ENGLANDS HET.ICON, 


Write that I doo write you bleſled, 
will you write, tis buta writing ? 
But if truth and Loue confelleit: 
will ye doubt che true enditing ? 


No, I ſay, and thinke, and write it, 
write, and thinke, and ſay your pleaſure: 


Loue, and truth, and I endite it, 
you are bleſled out of meaſure. 


FINTIS. T\. Breton, 


& The Sheepheards concette of Prometheus. 


He brought downe fire, ere then on earth vnſcene : 
Fond of delight, a Satyre ſtanding by, 
Gaue it a kille, asit like fiveete had beene. 


P Rometheus, when firſt from heauen hie, 


Feeling forth-with the other burning power, 

Wood with the ſmart, with ſhoutes and] nkingsſkiill ; 
He ſought his caſe in River, held, and bower, 

Burt for the time his greete went with him {tul, 


So filly I, with that vnwonted ſight, 

In Kanda ſhape, an Angell from aboue : 

Feeding mine eyes, th'impreſlion there did light, 

That fince I runne, and reſt as pleafeth Loue. 
The difference is, the Satires lips, my hart : 
He for a while, I euermore hauc ſmart. 


FINIS. S. 'E. D. 
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CE eAnother,of the ſame, 
\ S$ atyre once aid runne away for read, 


with ſound of horne, which be lhum-/elfe did bow : 
Fearms, and feared thus, from him-ſelfe he fied, 
deeming ſtrange enim that he azd not know. 


Such cauſeleſle feares, when coward minds doo take, 
it makes them fie that, which they fame would hane : 
es this poore beait, who ard hs reit forſake, 


thi n2t why, but how him-ſelfe to ſane. 


Een this monght I, for doubts which I conceaue 
of mine owne words, mine owne good hap betray : 
And thus mizht }, for feare of may be, leaue 
the ſweet pur/ute of my deſired pray. 
Better hike I thy Satwe, deareft Dyer : 
Who burnt his bps, to kiſſe fare ſhwing fier. 


F7NIS. S. Phil. Sianey. 


E The Sheepheards Sunne. 
Aire v9 lit ye heere by me, 


on this tlowne greene : 
While we this merrie day doo ſee, 
ſome things but ſildome ſeene. 
Sheepheards all, now come ſit a-round, 
on yond checquerd plaine : 
While from the vvoods we heere reſound, 
ſome come for Louespaine. 
Euery bird fits on his bowe, 
As brag as hethat is the beſt : - 
"Then {ſweet Loue, reuealc howe 
our minds may be atteft 2; 


Ecchoe 


\> 


ENGLANDS HELICON, 


Fccho thus replyed tamee, 
Sit vnder yonder Beechen tree, 
And there Loue ſhall ſhew thee 


how all may be redrelt. 


Harke, harke, harke the Nightingale, 


in her mourning lay ; 
Shee tells her ſtories Sofull tale, 
to warne yee if ſhee may. 
Faire maydes, take yee heede of loue, 
it isa perlous thing : 
As Philomele her ſelfe did proue, 
abuſcd by a King. 
If Kings play falſe, belecue no men, 
That make a ſeemely outward ſhow : 
But caught once, beware then, 
for then begins your woe. 
They will looke babics in your eyes, 
And ſpeake ſo faire as faire may be: 
But truſt them in no wiſe, 
example take by mee. 


Fie, fie, ſaid the Threſtle-cocke, 
you are much too blame: 
For one mans fault, all __ blot, 
1mpayring theyrx name. 
Admit Ks. vide — 
by that vngentle King, 
It followes not that you for this, 
ſhould all mens honours wring, -. 
There be good, and there be bad, 
And ſome are falſe, and ſome are true : 
As good choyſe is (til had 
amoneſt vs men, as you. 
Women have faultes as well as wee, 
Some ſay for our one, they haue three. 
*” Then ſmite not, nor bite not, © 


when you as faultic be. 
Bb 3. 
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ENGLANDS HELICON. 


Peace, peace. quoth Madge-Howletthen, 
litting out of ſ1ghe: | 


For WOMmein are 45 wy 1d as men, 


and both arc oood alike. 4? 
Notſo, ſaid the little W renne, | 
difference there may be: EDS V 
he Cocke alway commaunds the He a F 


». 


then men (hall goctor mee. ". 
Then Robbin-Redbreſt ſteppingin” 
Would needs take vp this tedious trife, 
Proteſting, true-louing, 

Iney ther lengthened life. 
If I loue you, and you loue mee, 
Can there be better harmonie > 
I Thus ending, contending, 
A Loue muſt the vmpiere be. 


Faire Numphs, Love maſt be your g guide, 
chaſt, vaſpotted loge: | - 
;- Toſuchasdoeyour thralles betyde, - 
pt teſolu'de without remoue. -- 
Ic Likewiſciolly Sheepheard Swaines 
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ENGLANDS HELICON, 


C Colin the enamoured Sheepheard, ſgeth this paſcion 


of loue. — 


-() Gentle Loue, vngentle for thy deede, 
thou makeſt my hart, 
a bloodie marke, 
With piercing ſhot to bleede. 


Shoote ſoft ſweete Louc, for feare thou ſhoote armiſle, 
for feare too keene, 
thy arrowes beene : 
And hit the hart, where my bclouediis. 


Too faire that fortune were, nor neuer I 
ſhall be ſo bleſt, 
among the reſt : 


That loue ſhal ceaze on her by {impathy. 


Then fince with Loue my prayers bearc no boote, 
this doth remaine, 
to eaſe my paine, 
I take the wound, and die at Veme: foote. 


FINIS. | Geo. Peele. 


—— — — ———— —————_— — ———— — -— —— — 


Oenones complarnt tn blanke vere. 
Elpomene the Muſe of traoicke longs, 
MI With mournfull tunes in Role of diſmall hue, 
Aſliſt a fillie Nimphe to waile her woe, 
Andleaue thy luſtie company behind. 


This luckleſſe wreathe becomes not meto wearc, 

The Poplar tree for tryumph of my loue, 

Then as my ioy, my pride of loueis left; » 
Be thou vncloathed of thy louely greene. 


And 


a LO ee eee ee Es _—__———_— — 


ENGLANDS HELICON. 


And in thy leaues my fortunes written be, 

And then ſome gentle winde let blow abroade, 

That all the world may ſee, how falſe of loue, 
Falſe Parris hath to his Oenene beene. 


FINTIS. Geo, Peele. 


The Sheepheard: Conſort. 


Arke iollie _— 
harke yond luſtic ringing : 
How cheerefully the bells daunce, 


the whilſt the Lads areſpringing ? 
Goe we then, why fit we here delaying : 
Andall yond mery wanton laſles playing ? 
How gailie Flora leades it, 
and (weetly treads it ? 
T he woods and groaues they ring, 
Jouely reſounding : 


With Ecchoes ſweet rebounding, 
FIN}S. Ou of Ma. Horley Aadrigah, 
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